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BARETRO READING TIME 


Pac-Man 
By Jacob Berkley 


Chapter 1 


“You know, | used to find spheres quite amusing... but that 
changed once | realized they didn’t have a point to them!” said a 
rather handsome looking green Sphere, as a crowd of other spheres 
erupted into applause. Their hands clapped, most covered in gloves, 
as not wearing gloves in front of other Pac-Men was considered 
rather indecent. 

Many of you readers may believe that the idea of spherical 
beings is rather odd, as humans are so complex, with hundreds of 
bones, organs, and moving parts being needed to make a human 
function. However, if any of the Pac-Men saw a human, they'd 
probably wonder how a human can do anything when everything 
about them seems so complex and crowded. 

This is the reality in Pac-World. A rather small world, but still a 
world nonetheless. This world was full of various people, made 
mostly of very simple circular shapes, with some rather noodle-like 
limbs added atop the rather small and simple circular shaped bodies. 
They weren't huge and complex, but had enough to make each of 
them distinct and allow comedians to make some rather funny jokes, 
or unfunny jokes which people found humorous anyway. 

However, one sphere seemed to get none of the humorous luck 
that the rather handsome sphere was getting. A rather small sphere, 
with a sickeningly bright shade of yellow walked onto the stage. The 
crowd groaned as he prepared his papers and adjusted the mic. 

“Hello, my name is Pac-Man and um, I'm here to tell jokes,” he 
said rather quietly. No one responded, except for a single sphere in 
the back, clapping her hands. He looked over his papers, fumbling 
about before getting a joke picked, “Um...thank you for your 
patience. So, | have a question, what does the circle of life become 
in 3D?” he asked. No one responded and he feared it'd get awkward. 

Thankfully, that same female sphere in the back responded 
with a simple, “What!?” 

He smiled appreciatively and said, “Um... it'd be the sphere of 
life! Waka Waka!” 


The response was mostly dead silence, except for yet again 
the one sphere in the back having a laughing fit. It is important to 
know that this sphere is Pepper, who prefers to be called Mrs. Pac- 
Man. She is Pac-Man's wife and is very supportive of her husband 
who in return is very supportive of her. People did wonder why she 
was laughing so hard at an admittedly terrible joke, receiving funny 
looks across the Comedy Club. Her response was quite simple. 
“What? It was funny!” 

Pac-Man felt quite upset that the only person laughing at his 
joke was the person he was married to, but he decided to keep 
moving forward, flipping through his pages to look for another joke to 
tell. He settled on a joke and cleared his throat. 

Pac-Man stood back up and positioned the microphone to his 
mouth, coughing slightly, before preparing to tell his next joke. “... 
what do you call a flat circle vampire?” he said, rather nervously, 
feeling halfway through that the joke was terrible. 

His wife, however, was always up for another one of his jokes, 
so yelled out once again, “What!?” with a smile. 

Pac-Man gulped and started speaking, “a... no-sphere-atu?” he 
said, to a nearly dead silent crowd, “...waka waka?” 

Once again, his wife was chuckling quite a bit, while a person 
next to her was getting real tired of Pac-Man’s humor. He decided to 
exclaim his thoughts, “Oh man, this guy stinks!” 

The response he got was a bottle to the head from the woman 
with the bow sitting next to him, causing a surprised look from the 
crowd. 

Pac-Man appreciated how his wife was trying to stand up for 
him, but knew no one really cared for his humor, “Thank you for your 
time...” said a rather upset Pac-Man as he walked off stage. His wife 
quickly chased after him. 

“Honey, what's wrong?” she asked him, rather worried. 

“Nothing, | just feel | said enough...” he responded in a rather 
somber voice. 

She knew something was wrong with him, which was very 
upsetting to her. The crowd was pretty nasty today. She had to find 
some way to cheer him up. 


“Would you like to go for a walk around the city?” she asked 
sweetly. 
“...Yes, | would like that very much.” 


Chapter 2 


After the train wreck that was Pac-Man’s standup routine, 
Pepper decided to take Pac-Man, or Pac-y as she called him, ona 
walk throughout Pac-Land. To make sure there's no confusion, it 
must be stated that Pac-Land is the city in which they live, which is 
also the only city that is located on Pac-Island, which is a rather 
small portion of Pac-World. Just as a warning, the word Pac will 
most likely be used more in this story than any other story that exists 
throughout history. 

“| thought you said you wouldn't come to my shows anymore 
Pepper...” said Pac-Man in a rather embarrassed tone. 

“And miss my husband's incredible comedy skills? Yeah right,” 
she said rather sweetly to him, “besides, | may have gotten a job as 
a waiter there.” 

“What? Why?” he asked, confused. 

“Well, the money is one reason, though seeing your face when 
you perform is always the best part of it,” she said, causing Pac-Man 
to smile, which she liked to see. 

As they exchanged dialogue, rather affectionately, a rather 
handsome and tall fella walked up to her, pushing Pac-Man away. 
“Yo babe, why don't you ditch diz joker and come with me?” he 
asked rather rudely. She didn't respond with any words, but the 
rather large foot imprint on his side caused by her foot probably said 
enough. He promptly walked away, most likely to the nearest 
hospital. “Jeez lady, why did you settle for such a hideous looking 
comedian...?” 

“Man, some people are just the worst, aren't they Pac-y?” said 
Mrs Pac-Man. She got no response for a couple seconds, soon 
noticing that her husband was looking quite down. “...Pac-y, is there 
something wrong?” she said rather worryingly. 

“Oh it's nothing, I'm alright!” lied Pac-Man. Despite trying to 
keep a happy appearance, it was quite clear that Pac-Man was 
feeling rather sad about his current situation. His dream had always 
been to be a stand up comedian. He always believed he was rather 
funny, mainly due to his peers at school laughing whenever his name 


was mentioned. Turns out it was due to the oddity of his name as 
“Pac-Man” is rather uncreative and weird in “Pac-Land” located on 
“Pac-lsland” which is on “Pac-World”. It’s the equivalent of having a 
man on Earth called Earth-Man. His mother apparently came up with 
the name due to a rather popular song on the radio, known as “Pac- 
Man Fever”, which while being a fantastic song, was a bit odd asa 
name for an actual Pac-Man to have. Moving on from that, he simply 
wasn't very funny and his attempted catchphrase “Waka Waka!” 
seemed to annoy people. 

That isn't even bringing up his appearance, despite most 
beings having rather similar shapes and such, there were slight 
differences between each that distinguished them. Pac-Man 
unfortunately was considered to have an absolutely hideous shade 
of yellow which made most look at him in disgust. He was also rather 
small compared to most spheres and was considered much less 
than a perfect sphere. This made him feel especially bad compared 
to his wife. She was larger than him, was nearly perfectly round, and 
had more of a Gold look which many found quite appealing. She was 
quite stunning and Pac-Man was grateful to have her, especially 
since he felt that any other wife would’ve been much worse... He just 
felt sometimes she could do so much better than him. 

Pepper thought something was wrong, but her husband didn’t 
lie often, so she went along with his answer, “Alright...then where 
would you like to-” go next?, was what she was trying to say before 
being so rudely cut off by a crazy old sphere in the streets, with a 
sign stating, “The Supernatural is Real, Prepare for the Worst!”. 

“Beware youngsters! Ghosts are real, and they're coming! | 
saw them with my own eyes! Take this ball!” was what the spherical 
elder screamed viciously at them, showing off a circular white object. 

“Um...yeah, that'll be a hard pass, but thanks for the offer,” said 
Pepper as she dragged Pac-Man away with her. 

The crazy elder then decided to pick up a manhole cover and 
put the glowing orb on top of it, seemingly trying to serve it like it’s on 
a silver plate... but you know, it’s a manhole cover. “But these 
Energizers! They be the only way to save thy souls!” he screamed. 

“Again, thanks, but no thanks!” said Pepper as she pushed the 
manhole cover away and started going the opposite direction. 


The elder threw the manhole cover onto the sidewalk and 
grabbed the energizer, “You'll be sorry... you'll all be sorry!” he said, 
running into a nearby alleyway, before seemingly running off to some 
other location which only he most likely knew. 

Pepper then turned to Pac-Man. “People these days just keep 
getting crazier...” said Pepper, who was a lifelong believer in the 
disbelief of the Supernatural. “Maybe it’d be better if we were ghosts, 
we could even go on a trip to Mali-boo.” 

Pac-Man laughed, he always liked his wife being happy and 
her jokes always made him laugh. He always wondered why she 
didn't want to be the comedian in this relationship. It did continually 
make him feel a bit bad though, he loved her so much, but he 
wanted to be an extraordinary man to match up with how much of an 
extraordinary woman she was. 

“Hey, wanna go in there? You seem to love going to the Book 
Store,” she said as they stood right in front of the Pac-Book Store, 
the center of Pac-Land. He always found it too much trouble to come 
here some days, the town was like a maze sometimes, and getting 
to the center could be tricky. However, it had many positives, such as 
the workers being nice... well one of the workers being nice, the 
books ranging from Fiction about Invaders from Space or Large 
Centipedes to Non-Fiction such as history novels and books that... 
teach you how to get better at doing extraordinary things. 

“Sure, sounds pretty fun!” he said as a light bulb went off in his 
head. 


Chapter 3 


When it came to friends, Pac-Man didn't have many. He had his 
lovely wife, but when it came to non lovey people to hang around 
with, he had very few. There were only two people Pac-Man really 
could consider his friends in almost any capacity. They were two 
workers at the Book Store, one female, who was rather sarcastic and 
liked to make mean spirited jokes, and the other was a rather clumsy 
Pac-Man who only really kept his job because he accepted a 
ridiculously low pay. Currently, they were heading to meet the former. 

“Oh, hello there, Mr and Mrs Pac-Man!” said a voice from 
around the checkout desk of the Book Store. This was Cylindria, or 
Cyli as her friends called her. 

“Hey Cyli!" exclaimed Pepper, before Pac pulled Pepper aside, 
trying to be very casual and nice, though it just came across as 
rather weird. 

"Yeah, hi Cyli," he said to Cyli rather quickly before turning to 
his wife, "Say, Pepper, why don't you go check out the film section 
for a bit? | heard there was a new film about an alien who eats 
Reese's or something, could you go check it out for us to watch 
later?" 

"What?" she said rather confusedly. 

“It’s nothing, | just wanted to...um...” Pac-Man knew he had to 
think of something. He didn’t want it to seem like he was pushing his 
wife away for rude reasons or lying to her, as that'd make her upset. 
Pac-Man hated seeing her upset and especially hated lying to her, 
so he has to come up with something clever rather quickly. "Well, 
your birthday is coming up soon and we don't want any spoiled 
surprises now do we?" said Pac-Man, quite luckily since her Birthday 
was approaching fast and it was a perfect distraction. 

Thankfully she bought it and her face lit up happily. "Alright 
then, I'll go check out the films, don't spend too much on me!" She 
said happily as she raced to the film section. 

As soon as she was out of view, he brought his attention to Cyli 
rather quickly in a panicked state, saying "Cyli, | need to ask for a 
favor!" 


"Well, that was quite a shift in mood," said Cyli rather amused, 
"What do you want this time?" 

"Well, | don't want to be a liar to my wife, so please get a book 
she'll like," he throws a 20 dollar bill on the table. 

"| will definitely buy a good and lovely book with that," she said, 
lying obviously, "what else?" 

"Where's Spiral?" he asked, seemingly in a hurry. 

"In the Reference section," said Cyli, quite confused, "Why are 
you acting so weird?" 

"No reason and Perfect!" he exclaimed as he took off for the 
Reference section, "Thanks Cyli!" 

"Your welcome...?" She said puzzled. 

Pac was off to meet Spiral, who at the moment was carrying a 
new large stack of books to the Special Interests section. He was 
rather clumsy and was determined to not knock anything over today. 
So much so that he had created a checklist to make sure it would not 
happen. While carrying the rather large stack of books, he took out 
the checklist just to make sure nothing would fall. Unfortunately, as 
he read “Step 8: Don't look at Checklist while carrying books,” the 
entire pile fell over due to looking at his checklist while carrying said 
books. 

“Oh fiddlesticks,” he said as he looked at the mess he created. 
While attempting to get up, he accidentally knocked over yet another 
book, which landed right on his head, causing him to fall down yet 
again. Pac-Man then appeared. 

“Oh man Spiral, what happened?” said a worried Pac-Man who 
started to help Spiral up. 

“My favorite color is eleventy sev-Wha?” said a rather confused 
Spiral. 

“Oh, Spiral, you gotta be more careful with these things, need 
any help getting everything back together?” asked a concerned Pac- 
Man. 

“Nah, it's fine, this happens all the time,” Spiral said sincerely, 
“what do you need help with?” 

Pac-Man looked kinda embarrassed, obviously reluctant to ask 
for a book which he's attempting to get, “Well, you know... I'm looking 


for a book that... um... that could make me a bit more interesting and 
extraordinary?” 

“| don't really follow,” said Spiral, quite confused. 

Pac-Man sighed, “Well, | don't entirely feel I'm that interesting 
or great as a person, I'm not very funny despite being a comedian, 
I'm not good looking, and yet | have such a nice and beautiful wife... 
| feel | should try and be better for her sake!” 

“But | thought you were already cool Pac-Man, | mean you 
have a good wife, a seemingly good life... hey that rhymed,” said 
Spiral, completely losing his train of thought, causing Pac-Man to get 
more frustrated. 

“Just...Look, do you have any books that can help me?” he 
asked, just wanting to get his book and leave. 

“Jeez man, calm down, now let me look, this may take a while,” 
he said. He then looked down briefly, “There's one right there,” he 
said as he pointed at a book entitled “How to do Rather Remarkable 
Things”. It was exactly what Pac-Man needed. 

“Sweet!” said Pac-Man excitedly as he reached to grab for the 
book, “| thought this would take forev-,” he stopped as he picked it 
up, realizing it was only a dust cover. “Um... do you have the book to 
go along with it?” 

“Oh, shoot!” he said as he started looking down and around all 
of the books. After a quick search, he found a spine that he saw had 
a “How to” on. He believed that to be the book and gave it to him. 
“Here, just put the dust cover back on, sorry about that.” 

“It's fine, thanks for this!” said Pac-Man as he raced to the 
counter. 

Pac-Man made it back up just in time. “I'd like to purchase this 
Cyli!” he said rather enthusiastically as he slammed the book on the 
counter. 

“Alright, jeez, calm down,” she said as he bought the book. 
“Also here's a book that | think your wife would love to read.” 

He looked at the cover and frowned as he read the title. “How 
to Deal with your Mediocre Husband and More’... why am | friends 
with you again?” asked Pac-Man. 

“Because no one else wants to be friends with you,” she said 
rudely and smirked. 


While he was glad Cyli wasn’t the worst to him, she... certainly 
didn’t help when it came to how he viewed himself. Pac thought 
about trying to talk back, but his wife called out for him, “Pac-y! | 
found that film, | think. Wait... no, this one is called Galaga... eh, 
we'll just get this one instead, looks exciting!” she said, being 
enthusiastic as always. 

“Have a good day, Cyli,” said Pac-Man as he walked towards 
his wife. 

“You too, you big zit you!” said Cyli, followed by a rather smug 
grin. 

Pac-Man sighed, upset at the way she spoke to him, but he 
had other things to think about and do. He had to help his wife, 
which he always liked to do. Plus, with the book in hand, he was ina 
rather happy mood. 

However, unknown to Pac-Man, Spiral was sorting through the 
various books and while picking up one thought to himself, “Huh, | 
guess we have two copies of it.” 


Chapter 4 


Pac-Man and Pepper were getting ready to go back home, 
after each having a meal from a Pac-Raunt located in the book store. 
If it’s not clear, the Pac-Men were not very creative with their naming. 

The Pac-Raunts had become well known for their rather 
delicious food. They served up absolutely amazing cherries, 
strawberries, oranges, apples, and melons. They also had many 
different desserts, one was called the Galaxian Starship, a dessert 
which looked like a spaceship and tasted like chocolate. Another 
dessert was the Key, which looked like a key and tasted like 
cinnamon. Another was called the Bell, a dessert which was shaped 
like a bell and tasted like Jello. Their last and most well known 
dessert was the Jawbreaker, which is pretty self explanatory. Despite 
being incredibly unhealthy, the food was amazing, and seemed to 
give everyone who ate it a surprising energy boost. Pac-Raunts are 
incredibly common and are everywhere in Pac-Land, meaning 
people eat the food a lot. It probably explains the round shapes of 
many of the individuals. 

Pepper was still eating her food, while Pac-Man was anxious to 
start reading the book, “Uh, sweetie, | think | need to head to the 
bathroom for a moment.” 

“Alright, just don't go disappear on me,” she said jokingly. 

“Same to you,” he responded, while going on his way to the 
bathroom. The bathroom was weirdly enough on the opposite side of 
the Book Store as for some unknown reason, this place only had one 
bathroom, in the very back. This gave him some time to crack open 
his book a bit. “Alright, let's see what | can learn from this,” he said 
rather happily. 

Weirdly enough though, the book didn't seem to answer most 
of his questions. In fact, flipping through it, it seemed rather 
confusing. There seemed to be some rather creepy pictures in it, 
with some mentions of supernatural occurrences and such. Were 
Supernatural things considered cool? He almost gave up on trying to 
read the book, as it seemed almost all the words were in a different 


language. He felt it was a waste of money, until he came across a 
few words in English which stated “What to Say”. 

He assumed this meant these words would be rather cool and 
interesting to say to his lady and others, despite it appearing to 
almost be gibberish. He hoped doing so would impress her. So he 
attempted saying them rather quietly, “...D/IRoW-eRaMtHgIn EhT fO 
sRoRrEt EhT kCaB gNiRb ,DeLrUh SaW tl eReHw MoRf ,NrUtEr 
ErAmThGiN...well that doesn't sound cool at all! This book isa 
complete rip off!” he told himself. He threw it on the floor and was 
about to walk back to his wife, in a rather somber mood...that is until 
he heard rumbling. 

All the lights in the Book Store started to flicker and he turned 
around to see the book open rather suddenly, with pages flying out 
and flipping. Suddenly, the pages started to twist and contort, 
changing into various shapes, more than one, becoming see 
through, with horrifying eyes... until there were 5 seeable figures. 
One was Red, one was Pink, one was Blue, one was Purple, and the 
last was Orange. Their see through bodies made it clear to Pac-Man 
that these weren't normal Pac-Men, they were something much 
worse. 

“...G-ghosts...,” he whispered to himself quietly. 

“Woah, we’re finally out of that book, excellent!” yelled the Blue 
Ghost known as Inky. 

“Tell me about it darling! It's been years since I've done 
anything that didn't give me the feeling of a paper cut that goes on 
for infinity,” yelled the female ghost Known as Sue. 

“Yes, now it's time for us to take our revenge! We shall destroy 
the Pac-Men one by one!” said Pinky as she continued to scream 
maniacally. 

“| don't know about that, wouldn't that be kind of rude?” asked 
the naive and overall kink natured ghost Clyde. 

“SHUT UP CLYDE!” responded the rather rude and unsettling 
ghosts he was supposedly friends with. 

Meanwhile, the supposed leader of the ghosts flew in front and 
started to speak, “Alright, my friendly ghosts-” 

“| think terrifying would be a better word,” interrupted Pinky 
rather rudely. 


“... terrifying ghosts, this is the day we’ve been waiting for! All 
our training, all of Mezmeron’s plans, all leading to this! We shall do 
this!,” he said, trying to act scary, letting out an attempted evil 
laugh... which sounded more like a light chuckle. 

“Nice laugh Blinkster, imitating a dying cat for your evil laugh?” 
said the jerk-ish Pinky. 

“Don’t call me Blinkster!” he screamed angrily. 

Pac-Man, seeing all of this, decided to try and walk back, since 
this was a public Book Store, it was incredibly quiet. Maybe if he 
didn't make any noise, he'd be able to sneak away, grab his wife, 
and pretend none of this ever happened. Then he stepped on the 
book. They all looked toward him. 

“...DO you guys wanna hear a joke?” asked the rather scared 
Pac-Man. 

“... would!” said Clyde, which got him a nice slap on the head 
from Blinky. 

“...Did your Sauce run away?” asked Pac-Man. 

“No simpleton, we're ghosts and we don’t consume sauce,” 
said Sue in a rather bleak manner, causing Pac to look on in silence. 
“... should run away shouldn't 1?” asked Pac-Man casually. 

“Probably bro,” Inky responded honestly. 

“Goodbye then,” said Pac-Man as he started running for his life. 


Chapter 5 


So Pac-Man started to worry less about himself after reading 
the book. Unfortunately, the reason for this was that he was now 
worried about the ghosts chasing him. His first course of action was 
to go to his wife and leave, but he suddenly realized how ridiculous 
of an idea that would be. He'd just be leading the ghosts straight to 
her. He believed that just maybe if he hid away, the ghosts would 
simply leave, he could grab his wife and they'd run off to some exotic 
island far away from ghosts. 

“We should split up, | think, all of you spread out throughout the 
city, I'll take on our yellow boy over here,” said Blinky taking 
command. 

“Why are you in charge?” asked Clyde innocently, which 
caused Blinky to turn his attention to him. Pac-Man took this 
distraction to briefly jump out of a nearby window, where he hid, 
waiting for them to hopefully leave. 

“Because | am and that is how it is!” yelled Blinky quite rudely 
as he bopped Clyde on the head. “Got it?” 

“Uh-” was all Clyde could get out before getting another bop on 
the head. 

“Good, now I'll just get our yellow-” Blinky then looked forward 
to see Pac-Man was no longer there. 

“Great leadership skills Blinkster,” said Pinky, mocking him 
once again. 

“...Clyde, no combination of words can describe how much | 
wish you didn’t exist right now.” He then sighed and turned to Pinky, 
“and for the last time, STOP CALLING ME BLINKSTER!,” he yelled, 
rather frustrated. 

“Woah, chill dude,” said Inky. 

The red ghost calmed down and came up with a plan, “You 
know what, forget him! Let's just split up, Clyde, you'll stay with me 
so | can keep an eye on you and make sure you don't mess anything 
up... the rest of you...” 

“Oh, what are we supposed to, oh powerful Blinkster?” said 
Pinky trying to act overly grand. 


“Don’t call me Blinkster!” he yelled annoyed yet again. “Each of 
you will spread spirit bombs across the town, while compressing as 
many Pac-Men as possible.” 

“What spirit bombs?” Pinky asked annoyed. 

Blinky breathed in, trying not to get angry, “...I’m getting to 
that-” 

“Shouldn’t you have gotten them before explaining the plan, 
dude?” asked Inky, who was also seemingly annoyed. 

“GOT IT, ’LL REMEMBER THAT NEXT TIME!” Blinky yelled 
loudly. 

“Jeez, Blinkster, don’t need to get so salty,” said Inky again. 

“Yeah darling, act more calm next time,” said Sue. 

Blinky wanted to be angry, but instead he sighed and then 
grabbed the book, where he found a certain page, “ah, here we go... 
REFFUS NAM-CAP EKAM! REFFUS NAM-CAP EKAM! REFFUS 
NAM-CAP EKAM!” 

The many people in the Book Store suddenly had a strange 
feeling of dread. This included Pepper who was looking for her 
husband, who seemed to have been in the bathroom quite a lot 
longer than he normally would. However, she and various others 
started to feel complete and total fear. The Book Store started to turn 
black completely, only being barely outlined by very harsh blues. The 
Book Store's doors and windows started to disappear as well, 
turning into an impenetrable fortress, with no escape. Pac-Man saw 
the entire city soon had the same effect. Everything was dark, with 
only blue outlines lighting anything up. He then decided to try and 
look back into the Book Store, only to release the window was 
missing. Pac-Man came to the realization that he couldn't get in. 

“PEPPER!” he screamed multiple times as he banged 
relentlessly on the wall. He couldn't see anything and was worried 
for his wife and possibly his other two friends. 

Thankfully, he was greeted with the loving voice of his wife on 
the inside, showing she was still alright, “Pac-y?” 

“Pepper! I'm here Pepper! I'm on the other side of this wall!” he 
screamed fearfully, “Listen, there are ghosts in there, you need to 
hide!” 


“Ghosts? Pac-y, I’ve thought I’ve made it clear that | don’t 
believe in...” she turned around and witnessed five near transparent 
Spirits, “...ghosts...” 

Blinky continued with an attempted grandiose speech as 
countless ball shaped objects started coming out of the book, 240 to 
be exact, “The Nightmare-World will continue to seep into this world. 
All Pac-Men we chomp will be compressed into spirits and be 
absorbed into here...our original prison...” he says as he holds up his 
book. “There is a spell in here to make it get instantly done, but we’d 
need to make sure every Pac-Man on this island is gone first.” 

“So why don’t we do that instead darling?” interrupted Sue. 

“Because there’s always the possibility that we can't find 
everyone... and Mezmeron prepared for everything, so in the case 
we can’t...” he holds up the orbs, “We'll place these spirit bombs, or 
dots for short, everywhere, just to be sure! It will destroy any Pac- 
Men who dare try to stop us and will tear this world apart, allowing 
for all ghosts to enter easily, and turn it into a New Nightmare-World! 
Ha ha ha Hahaha!” he said, ruining any sense of epicness in terms 
of the speech with his laugh. 

“You amaze us with your absolutely great leadership laugh 
once again, Blinkster,” said Pinky, trying to get on his nerves. 

“STOP CALLING ME BLINKSTER! COMPRESS ALL THE 
GHOSTS IN HERE, GRAB THE DOTS, AND THEN LEAVE!” he 
yelled angrily. 

“Quite touchy today, aren’t we?” said Sue as she and the other 
two started to compress all Pac-Men in sight. 

Pepper hid behind a shelf as this started to take place, averting 
her eyes from it. She then sadly started to talk, “Pac-y, you have to 
go!” 

“GO!? I'm not leaving you! You and my friends are in there and 
you could be compressed!” he screamed. 

“It’s alright Pac-y, I’m sure it’s not that bad!” she said. She soon 
gets proven wrong as she looks over and witnesses a Pac-Man 
being chomped down by the purple ghost to a small soul and nothing 
more, floating into the book, to possibly forever be trapped. 

“Um...| guess it is... but if you stay here, then they’ll get you too! 
| can hide, but you gotta go! Find help, please, go!” she said rather 


fearfully. 

Pac-Man sadly closed his eyes and thought for a moment. She 
was right, as he witnessed the three of the five ghosts floating out of 
an exit of the Book Store they created, which only opened whenever 
they came near by. His best bet was to go and find help at this point 
and find a way to save them. “...Alright. Don't worry sweetie! | 
promise I'll come back! And I'll save you! All of you!” he yelled. 

“| love you!” she yelled loudly. 

He started to tear up and said, “...| love you too,” before running 
off into the city, scared for his life and looking for a way to save his 
love. 


Chapter 6 


Pac-Man was running for his life, as fast as he could. He had 
avoided the ghosts in the Book Store thanks to some distractions, 
but there were no distractions here. He simply had to book it. 
Thankfully, Pac-Man was quite the runner. Due to the food he had 
eaten not that long ago, he had a lot of energy at the moment. As he 
ran, he saw ghosts pick off all the Pac-Men one by one. As they 
chomped down on them, their bodies were compressed down to 
nothing, with only their souls remaining, which flew away, 
presumably to the book which the ghosts had escaped from. 

“Hey!” yelled Sue from not too far away, “Your that one yellow 
riff raff who got away!” 

“Uh...no?” he said, realizing that that probably didn’t work and 
he promptly started to run away faster than he already was. 

“Well I'm not letting you get away this time, you rapscallion!” 
she screamed as she floated towards him. 

Her statement caused him quite the fright and he was running 
as fast as he could. As he ran, he continued to wonder not only how 
he could get away from this, but how he could stop it. He knew 
nothing about ghosts and had left the book back at the Book Store. 
She was starting to gain on him and was opening her jaw to chomp 
him, “HELP!” he screamed knowing no one could help him at a time 
like this. 

However, much to his surprise, a hand emerged from the wall 
and pulled him through it, not only confusing him, but Sue as well. 
“Where did he go!?” she screamed with rage as she lost sight of the 
yellow sphere. “Oh...buttocks! Nevermind, I'll find him later,” she said 
as she floated away. 

Pac-Man could hear and see this, and yet it seemed like she 
couldn't see or hear him. “First time through a dimensional portal my 
boy?” said a voice behind him, causing him to jump up with fear. He 
turned around to see a familiar face. 

“You... you're that crazy guy on the street who was yelling 
about ghosts!” he said, suddenly realizing that that was probably 
rude to say, “Sorry, who are you?,” he said, looking around to realize 


he was essentially walking through a blue cylinder like void, “...and 
where am | exactly?” 

“I'd prefer to go by the Professor, thank you very much. And 
this is the Anomaly Zone, a zone located somewhere in between 
Pac-World and Nightmare-World. Whenever one starts to seep into 
the other, certain time space anomalies occur...for example,” he 
points to the opposite wall and unbelievably, it shows the other side 
of town. Suddenly the Professor walks through it... and he's there. 
“Now I'm right here and | can't see you,” he says as he walks back 
in. 

“...but...how? How do you know about this stuff?” asked Pac 
rather curiously. 

“I've done a lot of research into subjects such as ghosts, 
including books, films, scrolls, and various other methods. | have 
learned that there exist two worlds... um what's your name sonny 
boy?” asked the Professor. 

“Oh, Pac-Man,” he responded 

“.... meant your name,” he said back rather annoyedly. 

“No, my...my name really is just... Pac-Man...” he said rather 
embarrassed. 

“...Hm, your parents must not have been the most creative 
bunch,” he said jokingly. 

“Thanks,” said Pac-Man sarcastically. 

“Well, uh, Pac-Man... The two worlds are the Pac-World and 
the Nightmare-World. At some point in history, long ago, the ghosts 
decided to fight for control of both worlds. It seemed all hope was 
lost and Pac-World would be destroyed...” he pauses his speech 
briefly as he pulls out a large white ball, “until this was found!” 

“Gah! Is that a bomb!?” Pac-Man asked rather fearfully. He'd 
started to get very scared of white round shaped white objects. 

“Heavens no! It's an Energizer,” he said, handing it to him, 
“They were created by our ancestors out of various spices, magical 
properties, and something rather funny which they couldn't assign a 
name to. It allowed them to briefly gain invincibility. It scared the 
pants off the ghosts, and gave Pac-Men the strength to chomp them 
back!” 


“Excuse me... chomp? As in like...use their mouths to bite 
down on them? What good will that do!? They're ghosts!” said Pac- 
Man, rather confused. 

“That is where you are wrong sonny, they are ghosts, however, 
to fully exist in this world, they need bodies. They have make-shift 
bodies made out of a strong material, which is almost balloon-like. 
However, if you're chomp is strong enough, Pop! They deflate like 
balloons and their souls return back to the dimension where they 
once came! It's how our ancestors were able to defeat them. They 
used various magics to seal them away, their entire world, in a rather 
dark and devious book, | can only wonder what kind of moron let 
them back out...” said the Professor, causing Pac-Man to attempt to 
innocently whistle. 

“Yeah...what a moron he must have been,” Pac-Man said, 
chuckling. 

“It was you wasn’t it?” said the Professor, looking straight 
through his lies. 

“...possibly...” said Pac-Man, trying to seem innocent. 

“WHY!? Why did you do something like that!?” the Professor 
asked angrily. 

“Well, it wasn't labeled very accurately, the cover said it was 
called 'How to do Rather Remarkable Things’, with no mention of 
ghosts at all! | thought saying the summoning words would be rather 
remarkable! It was, but not in the way | intended,” said Pac-Man, 
who was rather confused. 

“How to do Rather Remarkable Things'?, the book's title was 
‘How to Stop Ghosts and Pac-Men, a Guide to Both Sides,” said the 
Professor, who was quite confused as well. 

Pac-Man remembered quite clearly the book stating 'How to do 
Rather Remarkable Things' on it’s cover, he thought back to that 
very moment in fact, he remembers picking up the dust cover and... 
Spiral giving him a book. 

“Oh darn it Spiral!” he said rather angrily, “He gave me the 
wrong book! Oh, when | get my hands on him, I'm gonna-” 

“Enough of that, there's no time to focus on the past, we must 
focus on saving Pac-World,” said the Professor, much to Pac-Man's 
Surprise. 


“The entirety of Pac-World!? Look Professor, | don't want Pac- 
World to be taken over by ghosts, but, like... I'm just a comedian, not 
even a good one at that. There's no way | could save everyone!” 
exclaimed Pac-Man. 

“So you want to let everyone parish into the Nightmare-World?” 
the Professor asked. 

“Of course not! But I’m not hero material!” he says rather 
honestly. 

“..[Sn't there anyone out there who you want to save?” the 
Professor asked. 

Pac-Man then thought back to the Book Store, “...Pepper...” 

“What was that you said?” asked the Professor, Knowing it must 
be someone important to Pac-Man. 

Pac-Man then thought about it fora moment. Pepper was 
locked in a Book Store full of evil spirits. He wasn’t a hero, but he 
wanted to save the person who meant the entire world to him. Also 
his friend Spiral. Cyli Maybe. 

“Ok, I'll do it, what can | do to help?” he said, prepared to do 
anything to save his wife and friends. 


Chapter 7 


Back in the Book Store, Mrs. Pac-Man was sneaking around 
the place, trying her darndest to not be captured by the two ghosts 
still at the Book Store. Pepper was rather decent at sneaking around, 
so she was easily able to sneak past them for about an hour, but 
was starting to get rather tired. She was a larger woman and 
sneaking was proving to be difficult because of it. The food she had 
eaten gave her a large amount of energy, but it was starting to wear 
off. Thankfully, she wouldn't have to sneak around for a whole lot 
longer. 

“Psst...,” Said a voice from behind the Book Store's help desk. 

“Huh?” Pepper said rather curiously. She looked at the desk, 
but there seemed to be no one behind it. 

“Psst... Mrs, get over here...” said the voice again. Mrs. Pac- 
Man was scared, but it was probably a better idea than trying to keep 
running and hiding as she had been doing. She ran over and looked 
under the desk. She was thankfully greeted by Pac-Man's two 
friends. 

“Cyli! Spiral! So glad to see-” yelled Pepper. 

“SHHH!” they both interrupted in response. 

Whispering, Pepper responded, “Oh, sorry,” she then decided 
to get under the desks with them, “you sure we're hidden from the 
ghosts this way?” 

“Heck if | know, but | feel safer here then out there,” Spiral said 
in response. 

“Don't worry guys,” said Mrs. Pac-Man, “Pac-y went to go find 
some help, he should be back in no time.” 

“Oh great, so basically, we're doomed,” Cyli said rather rudely. 

“Hey, don't say nasty things about my Husband. He's a very 
talented man, he should find a way to help us in no time,” she said 
confidently. 

“Are we talking about the same person? Pac has zero talent, 
isn't funny, isn't strong and is so pathetic he went to a book shop to 
find some way to be cool, there isn't anything talented about him!” 
Cyli said rather loudly, even for a quiet voice. 


“You shut your mouth! My husband is the most talented and 
handsome man | ever... wait, what was that last part?” she asked 
with a concerned tone. 

Spiral elbows Cyli, “Dude, we weren't supposed to bring that 
up!” he said upset at her. 

“It slipped, could you blame me!?” she exclaimed. 

“You haven't answered my question,” Mrs. Pac-Man said sadly. 
Spiral and Cyli looked at each other briefly and then sighed. 

“Your husband... seems to think very little of himself, to say the 
least,” said Spiral, “He came into the book shop to find a book that 
could teach him how to do remarkable things, as he believes he's a 
rather mediocre guy.” 

Pepper was shocked, saying, “What!? But Pac-y's the sweetest 
and kindest man I've ever known! | thought he was getting me a 
Birthday present.” 

“Well, he said he didn't want to lie, so | got this for him to give 
you,” said Cyli, handing a book over to Mrs Pac-Man. 

She read out the title, “How to Deal with your Mediocre 
Husband and More’... poor Pac-y...” she said, starting to feel 
incredibly bad, “I wish he would have told me all of this...” 

“Yeah...” said an orange ghost as he started sniffling next to 
her. “He doesn't deserve to feel that way from how you describe 
him.” He started to break down crying next to her. 

Pepper, Cyli, and Spiral looked at that Orange ghost, initially 
with fear, but Spiral decided to take advantage of this situation. 

“Yeah, Pac-Man doesn't deserve to feel that bad, what's your 
name by the way?” he asked rather nicely to the Orange ghost. 

“T-t-the name's Clyde. I'm supposed to like, absorb you into the 
book, b-b-but | don't know if | want to...” he said teary eyed. 

“Aww, why is that Clyde?” asked Cyli pretending to be 
concerned. 

“Well you see, my friends... they're all rather rude to me... and | 
don't really Know why | even decided to be friends with them,” he 
said frustrated. 

“That's horrible, | can't imagine why anyone would want to be 
friends with someone who always puts you down...” said Mrs. Pac- 
Man, giving Cyli a rather vicious death glare. 


“Would you like us to be your friends?” asked Spiral rather 
nicely. 

“Y-y-yes, | would like that,” said Clyde in response. 

“Then we're your friends Clyde...would you like to help me find 
my husband so we can get everything straightened out?” she said in 
a sweet manner. 

“W-well... | don't know...” he said shyly. 

“Aw, come on good ol buddy, just for your good ol friends?” 
said Mrs. Pac-Man to the orange ghost. 

“_..F-f-f-friends?” he said, sounding happier. “...Well...alright, but 
I'll need to get you past Blinky somehow,” he said, thinking for a 
moment. 

While he was doing this, Cyli looked over at the table cloth placed 
over the counter. “I think | might just have an idea...” 


Chapter 8 


Pac-Man was still in the Anomaly Zone, preparing to go back 
out into the city and was getting a final briefing from the Professor. 

“He's your communicator Pac-Man, it's all you need to 
communicate with me while you're out there searching for the 
Energizers. | left various Energizers throughout Pac-Land,” he 
explained. 

“Yeah, I've been meaning to ask you, why were you screaming 
on the streets, are you homeless?” Pac-Man asked rather curiously. 

“Actually, | was a rather respected scientist at my institute, but 
apparently, bringing up ghosts made me ‘crazy’ and a ‘danger to my 
peers’, so they kicked me out and | spent the rest of my money on 
ghost research and trying to warm people on the upcoming danger,” 
he said rather proudly. 

“There were probably better ways to go about that if I'm being 
honest,” Pac-Man said, confused at the Professor’s life choices. 

“Well that was the past and this is now,” he said rather 
frustrated, “Now you got your back pack with food, mainly cherries 
as you requested correct?” 

“Yep, cherries are always good. They remind me of my wife, 
sweet and-” 

“Please don't finish that sentence,” pleaded the Professor. He 
then put in a sheet of paper in the backpack, “and most importantly, 
a map of Pac-Land! You can make your way around Pac-Land 
hopefully easier with this.” 

“Alright... oh that reminds me, | heard of bombs that the ghost's 
have. How will | deal with those?” he asked. 

“Oh, the dots, that’s what | call them, you'll eat them,” said the 
Professor quite bluntly. 

“Oh excellent, I'll be on my way-come again?” he asked rather 
confusedly to the Professor. 

“Oh you’re gonna eat the dots,” said the Professor to a now 
rather stunned Pac-Man. 

“...E...eat the bombs?” said Pac-Man, waiting for the Professor 
to reveal he was joking. 


“Well yes, it's from another dimension where everything 
brought over has the consistency of a balloon, just like the ghosts,” 
said the Professor. 

“Oh my goodness, | thought you were kidding!” said Pac-Man 
rather frightened, “Look, I'm willing to do a lot of things, but putting 
an actual bomb in my body is not one of them!” 

“It's not that bad, see?” he says as he casually pulls out a Dot 
which he had taken off the street. 

“OH MY GOODNESS! PUT THAT AWAY!” Pac-Man said rather 
frightened, backing up. 

“No, just try it, it doesn't taste that bad, for example...” the 
Professor grabs a dot and throws it into his mouth, where he chews 
it, swallows it, and then licks his lips. “Tastes like Oranges.” 

“You...you just ate a bomb, an actual, ghost made, REAL 
bomb. You should be a splatter on the wall!” said Pac-Man, much 
more frightened than he was before. 

“Oh please, Pac-Man, these things don’t blow up, they merely 
create tears throughout a dimension,” he said as if that made it 
better. 

“THAT DOES NOT MAKE IT ANY BETTER!” yelled a fearful 
Pac-Man. 

Oh don’t be such a baby, it doesn’t work if they’re eaten, try 
one,” he says as he hands Pac another Dot he had taken off the 
street. 

Pac-Man gulps, “Alright...” he says as he grabs the Dot from 
the Professor's hand. He takes the dot, opens his mouth as wide as 
he can, and chomps down on it... “It does taste rather nice actually.” 

“Indeed, now get going,” he says as he kicks Pac-Man through 
to the other side of the city. Pac-Man continues to hear him from his 
communicator, “We don't have all day you know, those bombs will go 
off in only a couple of hours, you must eat them all before the 
Nightmare-World bleeds into ours!” he said to a rather frightened and 
worried Pac-Man. “No pressure though.” 


Chapter 9 


Back in the Book Store, Blinky was looking over the progress of 
his fellow ghosts on a computer screen, which looked rather 
reminiscent of an arcade machine. Mezmeron, his leader in the 
Nightmare-World, was kind enough to give him a machine to take 
with him into the Pac-World. Despite appearing no larger than a 
small box, with one push of a button, it expanded into a full blown 
tactical computer. It allowed him to track the life force of Pac-Men, at 
least those on the streets, and those inside their houses were simply 
trapped and easily able to be compressed by the ghosts. It also had 
a knob to check for glowing orbs, which he assumed were only the 
dots, so he had it turned off as he felt it was not necessary. 

As he stared at the screen, he saw more and more Pac-Men 
disappear and saw more dots get spread over the screen. 
“Excellent,” he said as he forms a rather evil grin, or the best he 
could do, “At this rate, the Nightmare World will be freed at last! We'll 
first take over this rather large chunk of land after our escape, and 
spread out from there! All those years of our realm and our people 
being stuck in that cursed book...NO MORE! The Pac-Men will be 
trapped in there as Pac-World becomes New Nightmare World! The 
monsters will flourish! Mezmeron WILL REIGN SUPREME! WE 
WILL LIVE ONCE MORE!” screamed Blinky, as he continued to 
laugh maniacally, or chuckle stupidly which he assumed was 
maniacal. 

“Bro, Chillaz,” said the blue ghost. 

“Sorry, must have gotten carried away. Oh and uh, Inky, there's 
a Pac-Men hiding in an alleyway nearby,” Blinky pointed out. 

“Thanks Blinkster!” he said as a blood curdling scream is heard 
and the book gains yet another victim. Blinky decided to ignore being 
called Blinkster again, trying to stay calm, though one more mention 
of the nickname would probably push him over the edge. 

“U-uh-uh excuse me Blinkster,” said Clyde rather nicely, 
causing Blinky to get frustrated. 

“Never call me Blinkster again, or I'll kill you again!” yelled 
Blinky, angry and annoyed. 


“Oh, sorry...Um well, recently while looking over the amount of 
Nightmare-World that's been seeping into this dimension...| found 
these three,” he says, as Cyli, Spiral, and Pepper walk up, each 
covered in a piece of table cloth with eye holes cut out, making them 
look vaguely like ghosts. “I found three children and | thought I'd 
show them the ropes out there! | mean, they are our legacy after all.” 

Blinky glared at Clyde in a rather intense manner and looked 
rather angry when looking at Cyli, Spiral, and Pepper. He stared fora 
rather long time, seemingly figuring them out... and then he gave a 
big smile. “Wow Clyde, that's one of the few decent ideas I've heard 
from you!” 

“R-r-really?” he asked rather kindly. 

“Well, you know, decent for you anyway. | think it'd be better to 
take these guys out for myself, but I'm rather busy... you know, 
monitoring everything and all, so I'll need you to not mess up and 
show these kids how to do things right,” he said rather seriously, 
“you got that?” 

“Y-yes sir,” Clyde said rather fearfully, “we'll be on our way 
now.” 

They started walking to the location which the door originally 
was placed and it opened. They finally were able to see a way out. 
Clyde stayed close in front enough so that they could still get out 
hopefully. He exited the Book Store, followed by Mrs Pac-Man and 
soon Spiral. They thought they were in the clear, on their way out. 
However, Cyli noticed her shoe was untied, so briefly paused to go 
down and tie her shoe. Unfortunately, just as she finished tying and 
ran for the door, it shut behind Spiral. After ramming into it, she fell 
back down and the sheet fell off. 

“Open the door Clyde!” screamed Mrs Pac-Man. He did so, but 
they were greeted with Cyli lying on the floor just as Blinky looked 
down at her. 

“Well, well, well, what in the name of Mezmeron do we have 
here?” he said rather deviously, causing Clyde and the others to look 
on in horror. 

Surprisingly, Cyli hearing most of Blinky's few words, 
formulated a plan and got up rather quickly, “what you've got here is 
big trouble Mister,” said Cyli, much to Blinky's confusion. 


“Uh...what?” said a confused Blinky. 

“My name is Cyli, one of the most powerful ghosts in all of the 
Nightmare-World,” said Cyli, confusing Spiral, Clyde, Pepper, and 
Blinky. 

What is she doing?” asked Spiral to Clyde. 

“D-D-depends, either she's trying to save her life, or seal her 
doom, depends on how this turns out,” said Clyde looking on at her. 

“You're a powerful ghost?” Blinky chuckled, “sorry, but | 
would've heard of you and one thing about ghosts that is known is 
that we do not look like Pac-Men.” 

“True... but how would you react if | said | was merely imitating 
a Pac-Man body?” she said rather smugly. 

“Come again?” he said confused. 

“This body isn't really my body, it's just an illusion I've been able 
to create, | imitated it so well, that so many have fallen for it, even 
someone like you. | hypothetically could destroy you and all of your 
ghostly friends by blinking a single time,” she said, acting serious. 

“You're bluffing, you're no ghost, you're just an ordinary Pac- 
Man who's trying to gain power,” he said, seemingly remaining 
confident. “Plus, I’ve never seen you before either way!” 

“That's because I’m too dangerous, Mezmeron only lets me out 
in serious situations, such as to look over his plans,” she says, lying 
her way as she goes on. 

He starts to buy it... but then he loosens up and chuckles, “Well 
no Pac-Man has ever been able to look at my true form without 
cowering in terror, let's see how you do, shall we?” 

As he said this, his form contorted into a horrific blend of 
nightmares and terror, enough to make anyone cry and need to go to 
therapy for a rather long period of time. Even just barely looking in, 
both Pepper and Spiral were looking on, shaking, afraid. As they 
continued to shake, they looked at Cyli...who was just staring blankly 
at the rather horrifying ghost. Suddenly, Blinky was starting to look 
rather worried and frightened of her. 

“Alright,” she said as she started to walk off, “you clearly have 
no idea what you're doing, so | think I'll just turn around and shut my 
eyes for a brief moment-” 


“WAIT!” he interrupted her, causing her to turn around witha 
smug smile. 

“What is it... Blinkster?” she said rather seriously. 

“you can stay with me, ma'am, I'll show off our progress,” he 
said rather frightenedly, which overpowered the annoyance at her 
usage of “Blinkster”. 

“Perfect,” she said rather happily. She frolicked over to him, 
looking back to the others and winking as the door closed again. 

“| can't believe she tricked him into letting her stay, dear 
Mezmeron,” he said rather surprised. 

“Who's Mezmeron?” asked Pepper curiously. 

“Um, basically the creator of the Nightmare-World, also my 
boss...,” he said, freezing realizing how Mezmeron would probably 
react to this situation he’s in, “...we should probably hurry up and 
figure out how to stop this... because if he gets here... it’ll be over for 
us. The only thing he hates more than Pac-Men are traitors...,” he 
said rather quietly and afraid. 

Mrs Pac-Man was a bit worried by that statement, but decided 
to focus on what mattered to her most first, “Alright, but we need to 
get to Pac-y, | need to make sure he's okay...” she said. Her face 
then turned into a frown, remembering what she heard earlier. 
“...poor Pac-y, | had no idea he felt so little about himself...” she said 
looking rather down, but thankfully Spiral attempted to comfort her. 

“Hey, hey, Pac always tried to keep up a happy appearance 
and do the best for us, it was difficult to figure out... | mean | figured 
it out a while ago actually...” he said, causing Pepper to look sadder 
realizing how she couldn't figure out what was probably pretty 
obvious. Spiral then tried to go back on what he said. “But it’s not 
your fault you didn’t notice, | swear!” he said, which didn't help. 
“Uh...Either way...| don't think he'd want us feeling down in the 
dumps about it.” 

“l-I-l agree, we should attempt to be happy in such a bad time 
which seems so hopeless... well, t-t-try at least,” responded Clyde, 
trying to stay positive. 

“...You're right,” said Pepper as she got back up, “...let's go find 
my husband!” 


Chapter 10 


Pac-Man was running across the town at this point, continually 
wishing he had stayed in bed this morning. He saw countless dots, 
oddly enough floating directly above the streets. As they were from a 
land filled with monsters and ghosts, he learned not to question this. 
So he continued to run, chomping as many dots as he could. The 
fact that he was chomping actual bombs had started to become less 
shocking by the time he had eaten an entire street long line of dots. 

“Great job boyo! That’s 10 dots down, only 228 left to go,” said 
the brilliant, but quite insane Professor optimistically. 

“228!? Oh, I’m gonna be puking up dots for months...” he said 
tired. “| need a cherry...” he said as he reached into his backpack... 
only to realize the giant hole which they had fallen out of...along with 
his map. He chuckled at first, “...oh, that’s just great...that’s 
just...GREAT!” he said, frustrated as he kicked a nearby mailbox, 
which could barely be identified as such due to the blue outline look 
the ghost had given his town, causing him a great deal of pain. 
“YEEOW!” 

“Dude, that looked totally bogus!” said the blue ghost staring 
towards him, which he hadn't fully processed. 

“Oh, well why don’t you shut your mouth you stupid blue 
spectre!” he said in response. He thought his comeback was rather 
poor, feeling it may have possibly been the worst response he 
could’ve given...then it suddenly dawned on him who he gave that 
comeback to. Then he realized it exactly was the worst thing he 
could have said. He turned back to him and smiled. “You know...I’ve 
always thought blue was a really nice color...” 

“Sh’yeah?” said Inky as he suddenly transformed into an 
absolutely terrifying figure which could only be thought up normally in 
the deepest depths of someone’s nightmares. “WeLI l’vE aLwAyS 
hAtEd ThE colOr YeL!/Ow LiTtLe DuDe...” 

“..Well that’s nice, we’ve learned something about each 
other...welp, see ya!” he said as he started running, scared for his 
life. “Professor, | really need to know the location of those 
Energizers!” 


“Yeah, that’d probably be helpful,” the Professor said, thinking 
about it. 

“YOU THINK!?” said Pac-Man as he slightly turned back, to 
see the demonic creature chasing after him. 

“Yes | do...have you checked your map?” the kooky old man 

asked. 

“Oh, the one that fell out of the backpack that you gave me? 
THE ONE WITH THE WHOLE IN IT?” Pac said, frustrated and 
frightened. 

The professor looked down to see all the stuff he gave Pac- 
Man was on the floor, including the map, “...oh dear.” 

“HELP!” Pac-Man screamed as he ran for his life from the 
demonic blue ghost. 

“Alright, alright! Don’t whine so much youngster...Now let’s 
see,” he said as he checked the map, while Pac-Man continued to 
run for his life. “Can you recognize any locations?” 

“All of the buildings are just blue outlines, but... | can sorta get 
their shape out...! think I’m near the comedy club,” he said, squinting 
his eyes. 

“Oh good! | lived in the alleyway near there for a few months 
until they forced me to leave. | think | left an Energizer back there,” 
the Professor responded happily. 

“Think? I’m going into a dead end and there may not even be a 
guaranteed ENERGIZER!? There’s no way I’m going into that 
alleyway!” said Pac-Man who did not want to run into a dead end. 

“CoMe On YoU siILy ShPeRe! IIL mAKE aLl YoUr 
PrObLeMs DiSaPeAr!” said the blue ghost catching up on Pac-Man. 

“THE ALLEYWAY SOUNDS GREAT! ALWAYS LOVE A GOOD 
ALLEYWAY! GOING THERE NOW!” said Pac-Man, who was close 
to soiling himself in terror. 

He jumped into the Alleyway and saw an old stash of items 
belonging to the Professor. “Come on! Where is it!?” he said while 
rummaging through everything. He saw some rather odd editions to 
his stash, books, rotten food, and a rat. After a few moments, he was 
able to locate it. A glowing white orb, an Energizer, one that once 
defeated the ghosts years prior. “Alright...here goes nothing...” he 


said as he swallowed it and...nothing happened. 
“Um...Professor...nothing has happened...” 

“What!?” he exclaimed. “I swore | mixed all the ingredients 
correctly...or did | forgot to add the spices...” said the Professor as 
he thought more about it. “...are you sure they’re not working Pac- 
Man...Pac-Man?” he asked Pac-Man as he slowly put down the 
communicator and curled into a ball. 

“...[’m going to die,” said Pac-Man before chuckling as the 
situation caught up to him. 

“INdEeD yOu ArE!” screamed the blue ghost, who despite his 
terrible outdated words, was still quite terrifying, and right in front of 
him. “aNy LaSt WoRdS bRo!?” 

Pac-Man gained a rather sad expression. He had barely started 
his mission and it seemed like it already was the end. He had failed. 
“...’m sorry Pepper...” he said somberly as the ghost's jaw opened 
around him, preparing to compress him and trap him in the book.... 

...Until the monster pulled back and started to weirdly flicked 
and turn to a darker shade of blue. It’s a little Known fact that 
whenever a ghost is in danger, they become a bit of a darker blue 
and flicker, to indicate that they should probably make a run for it. 

“oh no...” said Inky, now flickering in fear, “y-you... y-you ate 
an Energizer...” 

Pac-Man was rather confused “But it hasn’t done anything, I’m 
no different-OH MY GOODNESS!” Pac-Man said as he looked at 
himself. His body started to float off the ground, much to Inky’s 
horror. Pac-Man’s mouth expanded to an incredibly large point and 
he started to glow. 

He looked almost divine, as the Professor told him, an 
energizer gives you incredible energy, along with rather 
extraordinary powers. It was how ghosts were stopped in the old 
days...and Pac-Man was looking directly at one. After all the fear this 
ghost had caused...he gave an admitting happy grin to him. “...boo,” 
said Pac-Man to the flickering ghost. 

This small boo caused Inky to float off. “BOGUS MAN! 
BOGUS!” he screamed, blinking in fear, as Pac-Man floated right 
after him. The Energizers were incredible, allowing him to float at 
incredibly high speeds, more so than the ghosts, and making his 


mouth surprisingly wide and large, which was good for chomping. 
Pac-Man eventually was able to chase him into a completely 
separate alleyway, eating as many dots as possible along the way, 
which was made a lot easier due to his new form. “Hey...wanna hear 
a joke?” 

Inky responded frightened, “um...what?” 

“You,” Pac-Man said as he flew toward him, opening his mouth 
as wide as possible, causing Inky to scream in fear. “Waka Waka!” 
was the last thing Inky heard, right before Pac-Man chomped down 
on him. His body popped just like a balloon would, with his soul 
squeezing out of the body, traveling right back into the book. 

Across the town, all of the ghosts flickered for a brief moment, 
right before the Energizer Pac-Man had eaten lost its effect. They all 
looked in horror as they saw Inky’s soul fly across the town and 
realized what had occurred. “E-energizers...” said Blinky in horror. 
“Someone out there...has energizers...” 

“The heck is an Energizer?” asked Cyli, completely destroying 
the horrified mood. 


Chapter 11 


“What in the world was that?” asked Pepper towards Clyde who 
seemed quite afraid after blinking for a couple moments. 

“E-e-energizers...” said Clyde in a frightened tone. 

“What’s an Energizer?” asked Pepper, who was quite confused. 

Unbeknownst to Pepper, Cyli had asked a similar question to 
the red ghost known as Blinky, however, she had yet to receive a 
response due to his constant smashing of his head on the console. 

“Um...are you alright?” she asked sincerely. 

“Yep, I’m Absolutely fine, tickety-bo00, peachy!” he said, which 
she assumed wasn’t entirely genuine due to him rubbing his temples 
rather harshly. 

“..S0, um... What are Energizers?” she asked again. 

“How in the world do you not know what Energizers are?” he 
asked, confused as to how an all powerful ghost could possibly not 
know such a dark part of their history. 

“Oh, | Know...I’m just testing you,” she said, trying to sound like 
she knew what she was saying. 

He groaned in frustration as he turned on the knob of his 
machine, revealing 3 more Energizers throughout the city...along 
with the fact that many of the dots had suddenly disappeared... 
which he would’ve already known had he just turned on that knob at 
the beginning... Blinky was frustrated and described Energizers in 
probably the frustrated way possible, saying “They’re stupid little 
orbs, which the stupid Pac-Men stupidly made to stupidly stop us...” 
after he calmed down, he gave a somewhat better explanation, “It 
gives them a ton of energy and makes them stronger... Our bodies 
that exist in this world can easily be compressed by them if they eat 
an Energizer. It causes a reaction, making us blink for a good while 
out of fear...” 

She stood there for a moment, before finally saying something, 
“Oh, yes, correct.” 

“why didn’t you start blinking?” he asked, quite confused. 

“Uh...Because | fear nothing, so my body simply doesn’t 
react... yeah, I’m cool like that,” she said in response, despite it 


being totally made up as she spoke. 

Blinky seemingly bought it as he signed and clicked on the 
console to message the others, “Alright, there’s three more 
Energizers and a Pac-Man is trying to collect them, maybe we 
should fall back.” 

“What!? After we’ve gone this far!?,” Sue said rather annoyedly. 

“Say what now?” Blinky asked. 

“We've nearly taken over the whole city! We only have one 
Pac-Man to capture! Some leader you are!!” yelled Pinky, “Quit being 
such a wimp!” she said. 

“Wimp?” Blinky said, getting frustrated. 

“Don’t be such a sissy Blinky!” yelled Sue to him. 

Blinky suddenly started to get furious. “SISSY!?” he yells as he 
slams the cabinet as hard as he could. “Nevermind! One against 
four, there’s no way we'll be losing!” 

“Don’t forget the children!” Clyde said, which caused both 
Pepper and Spiral to shut his mouth. 

“Indeed, can’t forget our future! Let’s do this! For Inky!” Blinky 
exclaimed, trying to act like a strong leader. 

“For Inky!” the rest said as well. 

Blinky then cut off communication with the rest of them and 
then fell to the ground groaning. “Ugh...| hate my job...” 

Cyli was confused by Blinky’s current state and despite the fact 
that he was an evil ghost trying to take over her world... she kinda 
felt bad for him. “...You okay?” 

“Gahl!...oh, | forgot you were here,” he said, sounding very tired. 
“I’m fine, absolutely perfect, all is well,” he said quite unconvincingly. 

“You're not a good liar,” she said rather bluntly. 

“Wouldn’t be the first thing I’m not good at....” he said rather 
somberly. 

“...You can talk to me about stuff,” Cyli said, sounding 
surprisingly sincere for once. 

“Yeah, right, no one’s ever wanted to listen to me talk about 
my-” Blinky said before being cut off. 

“Listen, | rarely am in the mood to talk about this kind of stuff. 
Speak, or I’m gonna blink,” she says, trying to talk to him. 


“Alright, alright...” he stretched for a moment and leaned 
against the console. Cyli did so as well, and then he finally opened 
his mouth, “so, | kinda feel like my life is empty.” 

She blinked for a moment, but thankfully he had not exploded 
into a thousand pieces, “...what?” 

“Like, I’m the leader of an impressive group of ghosts, but 
like...l don’t feel they really like me and | don't feel that I’m good at it. 
| mean, | literally lost a member just because | didn’t turn a knob on 
from the beginning. But it’s not just that... like, whenever | try to 
make an order, it either fails or they say it’s a crappy idea. Like, that’s 
always how it goes. | get the strong feeling they don’t like me,” he 
said, sounding rather tired. 

“Well, you are kind of irritating,” she said honestly. 

“Gee, thanks,” he said sarcastically. 

“No, I’m not trying to be rude, but you don’t always seem to 
make an effort with the few people who actually seem to be kind of 
nice,” she says, bringing up a decent point. 

“What do you mean?” he said, confused. 

“Well, you’re kind of a jerk to Clyde from what | can tell,” she 
says to the red ghost. 

“Well that’s only because he deserves it!” he said, and then 
thought about for a moment, “...you know saying that out loud makes 
me realize that that’s kinda messed up.” 

“Well, yeah,” Cyli responds, “he seems pretty upset when you 
insult him.” 

He’s confused at first, saying, “Really? He always seems to be 
happy when | yell at him-again, saying that out loud makes me 
realize how much of a jerk I’ve been... | just do it cause the others do 
it ya know?” 

“Dude, if they’re jerks, why do you even hang around them? If 
all they do is put you down and act like jerks, then they’re probably 
crappy people to be around...” she then sat there thinking fora 
moment, “...1 just realized I’ve been a terrible friend honestly.” 

“Welp that makes two of us...” Blinky said truthfully. “I just kind 
of got pushed into this really. | did a great job in ghost school and got 
pushed up to the rank of a leader. Mezmeron won’t budge on that.” 


“Why don’t you give me another run down on Mezmeron?” Cyli 
asks, trying to get more information about this Mezmeron guy. 

“He’s my boss and leader of the ghosts. We’re supposed to 
always follow his orders and respect him... but he’s kind of a jerk to 
be honest,” he says. “Like, I’d bet you if he was Mister Rogers’ 
neighbor, he’d move.” 

This insult caused both of them to start laughing for a solid 
minute or so. 

Blinky looked over to her, “...well hey, we can try to be friends 
to each other at least,” he held out his hand for a fist bump. 

“...Heh, | guess we can,” she said, fist bumping him back. 


Chapter 12 


Somewhere, a bit far off, but not too far off from the Book Store 
where the ghosts made their home base, Clyde had finished 
explaining what an Energizer was. 

“Oh wow...| can see why'd you’d be afraid of something like 
that,” said Spiral, showing some concern to the frightened ghost. 

“Don’t worry, Pac-y wouldn't hurt someone like you, he’s just 
trying to save Pac-World,” said Pepper, trying to cheer him up. 

“B-b-but...| can’t stay if you want to save Pac-World... ” he said, 
quite frightened. 

“What?” Pepper asked confusedly. 

“Ghosts can’t coexist in this world for long... there is a spell to 
reverse everything...I-I-I think... but | don’t think we can exist in this 
world, unless it’s like, well... this,” he said pointing to the black and 
blue world, genuinely worried, as he sat down. 

“Why would the spell have some stupid rule like that?” asked 
Pepper, confused. 

“| don’t know! | didn’t write the book!” Clyde answered honestly. 
“l-I-| don’t wanna go back in that stuffy old book and live in that 
dimension...you guys are like the only friends I’ve ever had!” he said, 
quite upset. 

“we'll think of something Clyde, that’s a promise,” said Spiral, 
being nice to the ghost he’d come to consider a friend. 

Both Spiral and Pepper helped him back up, “...r-r-really?” 

“Really really,” said Mrs Pac-Man, knowing that she had no way 
of actually confirming that to be the case, but hoping it’d be possible, 
“alright, so we need to find a way to help Pac-y out...any ideas?” 

There was silence for a brief moment. “Maybe we can contact 
Blinky? He may know the location of the Energizers,” said Clyde. 

“Um...good idea but...why would he ever help us?” Spiral 
asked. 

Clyde pulled out his communicator, “Don’t worry, | got a plan. I'll 
call him and say we'll guard the area around them, that'll work...| 
hope...” After a push of a button on his communicator, he was in 
contact with his rude leader Blinky, where he expected to geta 


thrashing verbally, “...Um...b-b-boss, | was wondering, I’m thinking, | 
mean, I-” 

“Oh, Clydester, how you doing ol chum?” said the voice on the 
other end. 

Clyde was puzzled for a couple reasons. One, he was referred 
to as Clydester. Two, he was referred to as “chum”. And three, he 
was referred to as “chum”. The last point was mentioned twice just to 
show how shocking it was to hear from Blinky. “um...| was 
wondering...um do you know the location of the Ener-” 

“Energizers?” Blinky interrupted. “Oh, of course, I'll send you a 
map of what | could detect,” Blinky said, sending him a map of 
coordinates to the communicator. 

“Oh...uh...thanks,” Clyde responded, still puzzled. 

“Anything for you ol pal!” he said sincerely, before seemingly 
talking to someone else entirely, “am | doing it right?” 

The connection cut off and Clyde stood there confused for a 
good few seconds. “...Pal?” 

“Come on, we gotta get going!” yelled Pepper as she grabbed 
both of their arms and ran off for a nearby Energizer. “We'll get an 
Energizer or two and then head toward Pac-y, we need to make sure 
he’s alright!” yelled Pepper, extremely worried for her husband. “I’m 
so sorry for never noticing Pac-y...” she said somberly to herself. 

Unbeknownst to them, two ghosts, one purple and one pink, 
were watching close by. 

“SO, Our orange boy is conspiring with Pac-Men, is he?” said 
Sue, chuckling at the realization, “I never did like that riff raff 
anyway.” 

“Same here... let’s tell the ‘boss’,” said Pinky, pressing the 
button on her communicator. “Blinkster, we have some news-” 

“Hey Pinky, chill out a little and relax,” Blinky interrupted, 
sounding weirdly off. 

“Yeah, just relax,” said another female voice on the 
communicator as she chuckled. 

“Who is that?” asked Sue confused. 

“Oh, it’s just a follower of Mezmeron who slipped through the 
portal apparently,” Blinky explained to the two ghosts. 

“Yes, that is very,” Cyli paused for a moment to laugh, “true.” 


Pinky looked annoyed, “...just give us the coordinates of the 
Energizers.” 

“Sure thing, buddy-” of mine, was what the red ghost was trying 
to say, before being cut off. 

“Now!” Pinky yelled. 

“Alright, alright, no need to be pushy, sheesh...” he said as he 
gave them a map of coordinates. 

“Yeah, yeah, Pinky out,” she said as she stopped the 
communication. 

Sue looked puzzled, “Wait, you didn’t tell him about-” 

“Blinky is an idiot! Why did Mezmeron give him the leader 
position!?” she yelled out angrily. 

“Because his grades and resume were better?” she said 
honestly. 

“...GRR! Forget him! I’m taking over this stupid 
mission!...besides...” she says, stopping briefly as she gives an evil 
grin looking at Pepper, “those three are distracted, and Pac-Man is 
still separated from his wife...1 think he’ll be seeing her sooner than 
he thinks,” she says, maniacally laughing soon after, which unlike 
Blinky’s, was able to easily frighten others, even the ghost right next 
to her. 


Chapter 13 


Meanwhile, on the other side of town, Pac-Man was walking 
out of a Pac-Raunt he could vaguely recognize, carrying tons of 
fruits and desserts, making sure his energy was high. The Pac- 
Raunt thankfully had some duct tape in the back which allowed him 
to patch up his backpack. 

“Did you see that!?” he said to the Professor. “Il was amazing! | 
chomped a ghost! | did that! ME!” he screamed in delight. He soon 
finished his food, and he shoved a few pieces of fruit into his 
backpack, along with a jawbreaker he had decided to save. 

“Um, no offense Pac-Man sir, but you shouldn’t shout so loud, 
you're going to alert the ghosts,” the Professor said to Pac-Man, who 
suddenly realized his voice echoed throughout all of Pac-Land. 

“..hehehe...right,” he said, suddenly worried, “so, uh, where’s 
the next Energizer?” he said while running off chomping all the dots 
in the road, having accepted the fact they were technically bombs 
and just focused on their rather delicious taste. 

“Hmm...” he said, staring at the map for a brief moment. “...| 
believe there’s one close by. I'll direct you towards it... where are you 
at again?” 

He looked around, looking for familiar places, and was able to 
spot a familiar building, “...Hey, this looks like my house!” 

“Oh, ‘2051 Mission College Blvd’?” asked the Professor. 

“...How do you know my address?” Pac-Man asked, quite 
concerned. 

“Oh, | lived in the back alley of a nearby coffee shop. | like to 
memorize people | see and locations | can find,” he said disturbingly. 

“... You are a very strange man...” Pac-Man said. He was a bit 
concerned that this was the man leading him, but everything had 
turned out alright so far, so he tried to stay hopeful. “...Alright, | know 
where it is, I'll be there in no time-” was what he said, but that plan 
seemed to change once he heard a familiar voice come from his own 
house 

“Pac-y!” screamed a voice, one which Pac-Man could easily 
recognize. 


“Pepper!?” he yelled, quite worried. 

“Help!” yelled Pepper, seemingly in a whole lot of trouble by the 
sound of her voice. 

“Pepper’s in trouble, | gotta go save her,” said Pac-Man as he 
ran toward his own home where his beloved wife was screaming. 

“But what about the Energizer!?” asked the Professor quite 
worried. 

“| don’t have time! | need to save Pepper!” he exclaimed, 
continuing to run towards the house. He eventually arrived at his 
front door which he had locked earlier. After struggling with his keys, 
which he had kept under his doormat of course, he opened the door, 
and continued to hear more screaming, coming directly from Pepper 
and Pac-Man’s room. 

“Pac-y! Help!” she screamed yet again. 

“Pepper, I’m coming!” he said, running up the staircase. He got 
to their room, realized it was locked, and promptly slammed the door 
open. “Pepper, are you ok!?” he screamed. 

He looked around the room and saw that the room was 
completely destroyed. He then saw Pepper, passed out on the 
ground. “Pepper!” he screamed and shook her a bit, 
“pleasebeokaypleasebeokay...” he screamed multiple times. 

Thankfully, after a few moments, her eyes opened and met 
Pac-Man’s. “...P-Pac-y?” 

“Don’t worry, I’m here sweetie,” he said, hugging her. “What 
happened? How did you get here?” 

“l-I-| found a way to escape the Book Store... and | was just so 
scared, | ran back here and I-I-I| was attacked by a ghost,” she said, 
sounding terrified. 

“Well, don’t worry, | Know how to stop these ridiculous ghosts... 
follow me,” he said, grabbing her arm. 

“SO you remember that weird guy on the street corner 
screaming about ghosts? It turns out he was a scientist, who 
apparently created these white orbs from hundreds of years ago 
which were used to stop ghosts, and uh, it sounds ridiculous and 
crazy, but he wasn’t making any of it up! It’s all real!” he said to his 
wife, looking out for any ghosts. 


“Oh, well that’s quite lucky Pac-y, lucky you found him, I’m just 
so frightened right now,” she said trembling. 

Now while Pac-y knew Pepper could get scared at times... it 
normally wasn’t this much, “... yeah, that Hexagon turned out to be a 
real bright bulb!” 

“Yeah, he did. | guess it makes sense, with hexes and ghosts 
after all,” she responded, chuckling. 

Pac-Man then stopped, dead in his tracks and turned around. 

“What is it Pac-y?” asked Pepper... or who he originally thought 
was Pepper. 

“... he was a sphere. All Pac-Men are spheres. Any Pac-Man 
would’ve known that, especially my wife... who are you and where is 
Pepper?” he asked quite seriously. 

The seemingly frightened face turned into a demonic frown as 
her body twisted and contorted into a pink monster, resembling a 
ghost. “Man, just when | thought | might fool you. My name is 
Pinky... basically the leader of the ghosts, or should be at least,” she 
said, with a stupid grin. 

“WHERE IS PEPPER!?” he screamed at her. 

“Oh, wouldn't you like to Know you pathetic Pac-Man...” she 

said as she chuckled. 

Suddenly, from the outside, Pac-Man heard a voice... “Pac- 
y!”... lt was Pepper’s! He knew it better than anyone else. 

“Pepper!” he screamed out of the window! 

“Hey looky what | got?” said the rather demonic pink ghost. She 
was holding up a book... It was Pepper’s diary. 

“Hey! Put that down! Only Pepper is allowed to look in there!” 
he screamed, obviously protective of his wife’s secrets. 

“Oh? Maybe | can read a few passages for you...” she said 
rather devilishly. 

Pac-Man started running towards her, “Hey, that’s her private 
diary you-” dirty ghost was what he was intending to say, before she 
punched him back to the other side of the room. 

She then started reading, “May 22, 1980... today my husband 
Pac-y performed another one of his routines at a comedy club... and 
just like always...” 


He was getting really angry, planning to start a long rang, “I told 
you not to-!” 

“... he was total trash!” she said, interrupting him. 

Pac-Man then stopped in shock, “... what?” 

She continued on, causing Pac-Man to appear extremely 
shocked, “My pathetic husband yet again performed yet another 
series of terrible cheesy jokes! What a loser he is!” 

“T-that’s not true...” he said, running out of the house, towards 
Pepper, “P-Pepper would never think that!” 

“Pac-Man, is there something wrong!?” asked the Professor, 
who received no answer. 

“Oh where are you going? There’s so much more to read!” said 
the pink ghost following him, with a hateful grin. “Everyday, | wish he 
would just fall asleep and never wake up. With his disgusting shade 
of yellow, his imperfect spherical shape, and his grating voice! Heck, 
a triangular car salesman would’ve been better!” 

“SHUT UP!” said Pac-Man as he continued to run faster and 
faster, until he finally saw Pepper, so close, but was tripped by the 
rather terrible pink ghost, making him fall over, stumbling over to his 
wife. 

“| wish | never laid my eyes on that terrible Pac-Man...” the 
Pink ghost said, rather rudely, “From Pepper,” she finished, closing 
the book, with a rather smug grin and a chuckle. 

“N-n-no...” Pac-Man said as he looked up and saw Pepper. “P- 
pepper... tell me this isn’t true...” 

Pepper seemingly stared down at him, with a rude frown, “...it is 
true Pac-y, | wish | never met you.” 

Pac-Man’s heart sank. “This couldn’t be real?” he thought to 
himself. This couldn’t actually be happening. His wife just told him 
that she never loved him. The person he’d spent nearly 10 years of 
his life with. She... didn’t love him and wished she never met him. 

“Even if she hadn’t told you... you knew, deep down it was 
true,” said Pinky in a rather evil manner as she kicked him to the 
side, leaving a bruise on his stomach and causing the communicator 
to fly out of his hand and onto the nearby street. 

“Pac-Man!? Are you there!? Answer me buddy!” screamed the 
Professor into the communicator. But Pac-Man layed there, silent. 


Not knowing that who he thought was his wife wasn’t actually his 
wife, and simply a Purple ghost in disguise, planning to chomp him. 
He didn't care at this point. He was ok with losing and getting 
chomped either way. He... had given up. 

At least, that would’ve been the case if one friend and his love 
hadn't arrived at that exact moment, causing the two ghosts to start 
blinking, scared for their lives. 


Chapter 14 


“GET AWAY FROM MY HUSBAND!” screamed one incredibly 
angry wife, with the power of an Energizer in her. 

“Oh...darn it!” yelled Sue, as with one chomp, Sue had been 
deflated, her disguise destroyed, and her soul sent back to the 
dimension in the book. 

“No...Stay back!” yelled the pink ghost, frightened, not wanting 
her first big plan to have failed. 

“Yeah, get away from my-” was about as much that the 
energized Spiral could get out, before tripping and accidentally falling 
onto Pinky, causing her to pop like a balloon. This caused Pinky to 
feel an absolutely ridiculous amount of embarrassment, as unlike her 
peers, she didn’t even get the dignity of a proper defeat, but a simple 
trip and pop, as her soul returned to the Nightmare-World. 

Pac-Man was surprised he hadn't gotten chomped yet, he was 
expecting it, yet it seemed it hadn’t occurred. Maybe he simply didn’t 
notice it with the rest of the things going through his mind. “Hey, if 
you would mind speeding up the chomping, that'd be great,” he said, 
looking up to see his wife, Spiral, and seemingly a different orange 
ghost looking down at him. Pepper and Spiral were both glowing and 
flying. He soon put together what most likely occurred, which was 
exactly what just transpired. The effects of the Energizers soon wore 
off and they returned to normal. 

“Pac-y!” she exclaimed, hugging him tightly and giving him 
dozens of kisses. “I’m so glad to see you again!” 

He looked at her with a sad and concerned look. 

She then remembered what Spiral had told her and spoke, 
“What's wrong? Please talk to me about everything, | know you've 
been feeling bad about yourself-” 

“It’s fine Pepper,” he said, not convincingly. 

“What? Do you still think I’m a ghost!? | am not a ghost, I'll 
prove it!” She then stuck her left arm into Pac-Man’s mouth and used 
her right hand to make him forcibly bite down on it. “Ow.” 

“No! No! No! It’s fine!” yelled Pac-Man, raising his voice, 
causing her to appear shocked, as Pac-Man normally never 


screams. 

“Fine? Fine!? This is not fine Pac-y! Spiral and Cyli told me 
everything!” said his incredibly concerned wife. 

Pac-Man looked over to Spiral, somewhat upset he let his wife 
know. Spiral responded, saying “Hey, Cyli spilled the beans first!” 

Pac-Man sighed. “Look, really, it’s ok, I’m... fine...” he said, 
obviously lying. Yet it was clear this time that his wife did not buy it 
and was gonna keep going at it. 

“Stop saying that Pac-y! Whatever those ghosts put in your 
head is total hogwash! They’re monsters and ghosts! All of them are 
completely evil!” she yelled, trying to get that into Pac-Man’s head. 

Clyde then intervened, “Wait, | thought-” 

“With one exception,” said Pepper. 

“Oh, ok,” replied a relieved Clyde. 

She then picked up the book and looked at the title, “and this... 
diary? Fake! | don’t have a diary! The pages are blank!” she said, 
showing him the blank pages. “Pac-y none of it was true...Pac-y?” 
she said to Pac-Man, who despite hearing all of this, still was rather 
down. 

“It’s really ok Pepper, | Know, but... | Know I’m nothing special 
or extraordinary... I've come to realize that...” said Pac-Man. He felt 
after what Pinky and Sue had said, he felt that, despite their lies, it 
was true in some regard. Pac-Man had done nothing truly great in 
his lifetime. He had failed at his dream of being a stand up 
comedian, had failed at his old school, had failed at basically 
everything he had attempted... The only thing he hadn't failed at was 
getting Pepper to marry him, but... he was starting to feel maybe she 
made a mistake in agreeing to do so. “...you’d probably be better off 
with someone else...” he said rather somberly, as he started to walk 
away, getting ready to talk to the Professor about getting that final 
energizer... 

.... however he was stopped by a rather angry looking wife 
standing in his way. “...Pac-y... you wanna know something?” 

“| get the feeling | already know what it is...” he said rather 

somberly. 

She started to talk, “My parents told me constantly, ‘you could 
do so much better than him Pepper!’ ‘There’s a million better people 


out there for you Pepper!’ ‘He won't bring in the big bucks like that 
handsome fella over there Pepper!’ And you know what? They were 
right! You don’t bring in hundreds of dollars every day Pac-y, you’ve 
never been popular at the club, and you probably aren’t considered 
the most handsome by most of the other Pac-Man in this town!” 

“| know...” he said, having accepted those facts. 

“But you know what?” she said, getting Pac-y’s attention, “...| 
still married you! Out of all of the possible options! | have countless 
guys coming up to me daily and | turn them all down! You wanna 
know why Pac-y? It’s not because | live with everything | just 
mentioned, it’s because of them that | fell for you!” This statement 
confused Pac-Man quite a bit, but she continued on, “You don’t bring 
in hundreds of dollars, and yet we still have a lovely home and 
enough food to eat. No one at the comedy club likes you, but you 
keep going anyway because you keep hoping you'll one day knock 
them all out the park. And | don’t get them, | love your jokes! And 
you know what | say to all those who say | could’ve found someone 
more handsome than you? | ask them to point to someone else and 
I’ve never found one as handsome as you are. I’ve dedicated over 
10 years of my life to this relationship and it wouldn’t have lasted if it 
was anyone but you!” 

Pac-Man looked up into her eyes, kind of stunned, and finally 
spoke, “...I just don’t get it, you’re gorgeous, nice, funny, and the best 
person I’ve ever met... | don’t get why you married me Pepper.” 

She then leaned down and gave him a kiss. “That’s Mrs. Pac- 
Man to you... and even if you’re not perfect by everyone else’s 
standards, you’re perfect to me,” she said, smiling. 

“...Well, | feel honored to be married to someone as sweet and 
beautiful as you,” he says smiling, being very happy for the first time 
in a long while. 

“...And people say | could’ve found someone better...” she 
chuckled happily, as did he, which he couldn't do for long, as she 
pulled him in for another kiss. It was a truly lovely moment, showing 
how despite how different they were, they were the most happy 
when they were together. 

Though the moment was diminished slightly by the Orange 
ghost not far from them crying his eyes out with Spiral patting him on 


the back. They both turned over to see the crying Orange ghost. “I’m 
guessing he’s not evil?” asked a confused Pac-Man. 

“Yeah, he’s a sweetie,” she said, chuckling. 

“Guys? You there?” asked a voice coming from a 
communicator on Clyde. 

“...Cylindria!?” asked Pac-Man, confused yet again, “what are 
you doing on the ghost’s communicator? ARE YOU STILL AT THE 
BOOK STORE!?” asked a rather worried Pac-Man. 

“Long story, I’ll explain it to you later. | got Blinky preoccupied 
with trying to befriend his reflection. | saw him blinking briefly, are 
you all doing good?” she asked rather nicely, more so than normal. 

Pac-Man thought hard for a moment and smiled. “...yeah, never 
felt better to be honest.” Pepper smiled, happy her husband was ina 
much better mood. 

However, that feeling would soon be ruined. “Pac-Man! Pac- 
Man!” yelled an older voice coming from a different communicator 
not too far away. Pac-Man runned over and picked it up. 

“Professor! What is it!?” yelled Pac-Man into the communicator. 

“It’s the dots! They’re starting to act up! They’re flickering like 
crazy... | think they're almost ready to go off!” he said, very worried. 

“WHAT!?” screamed Pac-Man into his communicator, “I’ve 
gotten rid of most of them, haven't I!?” 

“Pac-Man, you've only cleared about half of the town! You were 
too preoccupied eating and going through an insecurity crisis to do 
so!” said the Professor, being honest. 

“Y-yeah, sorry about that... but only half of the bombs won't be 
as terrible right!?” he said, quite worried. 

“If you consider only half of the ghost population being 
released, who could easily chomp us all within a few minutes, who 
could then easily get the rest out with a spell, then yeah, not as 
terrible,” the Professor told Pac-Man, who was now banging his head 
against the communicator. 

“Oh, this is perfect! | finally feel like a decent person in this 
world and now it’s all going away! There’s no way | can get the book 
and set everyone free AND clear the town of dots in time! Oh, what 
to do, what to do...” said Pac-Men, going into a mini panic attack. 


However, Mrs. Pac-Man, Spiral, and Clyde put their hands on 
Pac’s shoulder, “We got your back Pac-y. How can we help?” asked 
Pepper, speaking for the three of them. 

“I’m up for helping too dude,” said Cyli, “I’ve been a pretty bad 
friend, so... I’ll try and make up for it.” 

Despite all the years of self-doubt and feeling he didn’t deserve 
any of the good things he had in life... Pac-Man had always known 
one thing and that is that his friends never gave up on him. So, he 
wouldn't give up on them either. After a few moments, he finally 
spoke, “...Alright, here’s the plan.” 


Chapter 15 


Pac-Man, despite not being an amazing planner, had 
formulated a decent enough plan. The three Pac-Men would split up. 
Mrs. Pac-Man would take the top right half of the town and clear all 
of the dots located around that area, while Spiral would take the 
bottom left half of the town, clearing the dots from that area as well. 
With the Professor guiding them, that would hopefully get all of the 
dots cleared off the streets of their town before they blew up. Pac- 
Man, however, stayed with Clyde and ran toward the Book Store. 
With Clyde by his side, Pac-Man would be able to enter the Book 
Store and grab the book to reverse all of this... he also had the last 
energizer, which he planned to use to get rid of the absolute most 
terrifying and worst ghost of them all, their leader Blinky. 

This terrifying leader was currently being distracted by talking 
to himself in the mirror, while the Pac-Man pretending to be a ghost, 
Cyli, was talking to Pac-Man through the communicator, getting the 
details on the plan. “So, | need you to keep him distracted long 
enough until | get over there, I’ll chomp him easily once | get in!” he 
says rather confidently. 

Cyli was feeling odd. The plan was solid and she believed it 
could easily work if all went according to plan... but she had grown 
to rather like Blinky as a friend. “Sounds good, but... you 
know...Anyway we could just... not compress Blinky?” she asks, 
trying to not explain too much. 

“Say what now?” asked a rather confused Pac-Man on his way 
to the Book Store. 

“Like, | don’t know, he doesn’t seem like that bad of a guy, | 
think it'd be fine if we just... didn’t chomp him,” she said, trying to 
convince him to not chomp Blinky, which wasn't really working. 

“Cyli, this isn’t a time for jokes! We'll be there in a couple 
minutes, Pac-Man out,” he said, turning off the communicator. 

“Wait!” yelled Cylindria into the communicator, but to no avail. 
While Blinky was certainly evil in some regards, she had come to 
both really like and pity him. It was the first time she’d really put effort 
into being someone's friend. She didn’t wanna just throw it away. 


By this point, Blinky had come to realize how silly it was to talk to 
himself in the mirror and decided instead to go sit down next to 
Cylindria. “Not sure if this ‘friend’ thing is working out for me. | mean, 
honestly, you’re probably the only person I’ve talked to who hasn't 
told me to shut up. Kinda refreshing actually...” he said. 

“Oh come on, | think friends can be cool. | mean you’re cool,” 
she said. 

“You think I’m cool?” asked Blinky, genuinely surprised. 

“...Honest answer or nice answer?” she said, trying to come 
across as nice. 

“| knew it, I’m a total smeghead,” he said to himself, surprisingly 
calm, kinda just accepting it at this point. “Everywhere in my world, 
the monsters and ghosts have always disliked me. They only 
tolerated me due to my decent work skills... which even then aren't 
that great! | really am kinda worthless.” 

“No you're not!... ok maybe a little, but | mean-” she then came 
up with a rather smart plan, one which could hopefully sway both his, 
and Pac-Man’s mind. “... have you thought maybe the problem isn’t 
you, but the people you’re surrounded by?” 

“Come again?” he said, rather confused by her words. 

“| mean, you know the Pac-Man guy who’s been foiling our 
plans?” she said, bringing up the yellow sphere. 

“That insufferable yellow circle who’s trying to stop my plan? 
Yeah, | know him all too well at this point...” the red ghost said, 
annoyed. 

“Weeelllll, he is also incredibly unremarkable and has basically 
nothing of value either, yet has a ton of friends,” she said. 

“Really? How many?” he asked, interested in her words. 

“Well... technically two and a wife-” she said, before being cut 
off. 

“A WIFE!? You're telling me even an unremarkable person like 
him could get married in this world!? And get two whole friends!? 
That’s like one more than I’ve ever had! Including you, actually.” 

“Well that’s sad,” she said. 

“Yes. Yes it is,” the red ghost responded. 

“Well, you know... he likes making friends, I’m sure he'd like to 
have you as his friend,” Cyli stated. 


“... what are you proposing?” he says, curious. 

“Simple, you hate Beseron-” 

“Mezmeron,” he said, correcting her. 

“...Mezmeron,” she said, slightly annoyed, “none of the ghosts 
you work with like you, and a dimension inside a stuffy old book 
seems to not be very nice to live in.” 

“Ain't that the truth,” he says, chuckling. 

“So, why don’t we switch sides?” she says, causing Blinky to 
choke for a couple moments, before he got it all out. 

“Are you crazy!?” he said, shutting her mouth, “he could be 
listening to us right now...” 

“He’s in another dimension dumb dumb,” she said honestly, 
“and besides, the only difference if we win is that you’d be miserable 
outside of the book,” she points out. “We switch sides, and that won’t 
entirely be the case anymore would it?” 

Blinky thought for a moment, “... | don’t know Cyli... | guess it 
sounds nice, but... don’t Know, I’ve spent years studying and 
working towards this...plus I’d have to turn myself into a Pac-Man for 
it to work, and it would not be pretty.” 

“Turning into a Pac-Man?” she said curiously. 

“Oh yeah,” he said as he pulled the book out of his mouth, 
which is the place he had hid it, causing Cyli to have a slight look of 
disgust on her face. He then flipped to a certain page in the book, 
“There’s a spell here that would do it, convert me to a Pac-Man... but 
| don’t know if it'd be worth it, I’d lose all my powers, and | wouldn't 
even look like a Pac-Man, I'd still look like a ghost, but fleshy... 
which, uh, isn’t incredibly pretty to look at,” he said, chuckingling 
slightly. 

“That's not a problem, | think you look absolutely stunning right 
now personally,” she said, blushing after saying so, “I-| mean, you 
know, you look nice for a ghost.” 

Blinky blushed as well, “W-Well... | don’t Know... I’m just 
worried about being on the losing side is all... if Mezmeron got his 
hands on me...” he says before pausing and shuddering at the 
thought. 

Cyli suddenly realized that this was her way out of it. A spell 
that could keep Clyde and Blinky in this world, while also getting rid 


of the ghost problem. “Come oooon, | bet once you join the Pac side, 
the tables will turn and we'll be winning!” she says, knowing that is 
the complete truth, but trying to Keep him from knowing yet. 

“A whole two friends and a possible chance at love... no, | don’t 
have any proof that I’ll even like living in this world or that what you 
say is true!” he said, bringing up a good point. 

Cyli decided that she needed him to join their side and help 
them out, partially because she knew it would cause less trouble, but 
also because she took a liking to him. So, her next statement would 
be a gamble in terms of how things would play out. 

“I’m a Pac-Man,” she said bluntly to him. 

“What!?” he said in shock. 

She looked at him, “Il consider you my friend, Pac-Man and his 
friends are my friends, and | promise you that you'll stay my friend 
and his if you help us.” 

Blinky stood there in shock, not really sure how to react to the 
statement. On the one hand, his only friend was a filthy Pac-Man 
who had lied to him... but on the other she was his only friend and 
the only person who'd ever really tried to be his friend. 

“What's it gonna be?” she asked, awaiting his response. 

Blinky sighed and put his fist out for another fist bump. “Alright, 
when’s that Pac-Man coming by?” he said, as she fist bumped him 
back happily. 


Chapter 16 


Pac-Man was getting rather tired of the all the running he had 
been doing the past few hours, he wished he could just take a break, 
but that wasn’t an option at this point, he just kept chomping on 
cherries and other food he still had stored in his backpack until they 
finally arrived at the Book Store and could set everything right. After 
a while longer, Clyde and Pac-Man arrived at the front door. 

“Alright, Clyde, prepare for the worst,” said Pac-Man to the 
orange ghost floating next to him. 

“I-I-1 will,” said Clyde in response. 

With that, the Book Store door burst open and Pac-Man and 
Clyde came busting in. “Alright, Blinky, your era of tyranny is-!” 

“Ah, Pac-Man,” Blinky said, hugging him awkwardly, “my... 
favorite chum in the whole world.” 

“what?” said a confused Pac-Man, who looked over at 
Cylindria, wondering what the heck was going on. 

“Oh, hey Pac-y, he’s on our side now,” said Cyli in response to 
the weird hugging situation. 

“Oh, uh... ok,” said a confused Pac-Men. Why Cyli decided to 
convince the leader ghost to join their side was beyond him, but it 
meant no fighting which was good he supposed, “...I thought it'd go a 
bit more dramatically, but this works too | guess.” 

Blinky also noticed Clyde standing not too far from Pac-Man 
weirdly. “Hey Clyde, you're a fellow traitor as well?” 

“Y-Y-Yep,” said a confused Clyde. 

“Nice, good to see you again, Pal,” he said to Clyde, who was 
pleasantly surprised by the current situation. 

“So, um, do you know where the book is?” asked Pac-Man 
rather confusedly. “We sort of need it to-” 

“Got it, it’s right here,” Blinky said, grabbing the book out of the 
inside of his mouth. “Here it is!” he said enthusiastically, trying to 
hand it to Pac-Man, despite it being covered in ghostly residue. 

“Um... thanks, but you can hold onto it for now,” he said, as he 
grabbed Cyli and moved her to the side, “Mind if | talk to her fora 
sec?” 


“Sure, privacy is always good,” said Blinky, who then attempted 
to start a conversation with Clyde which was kind of awkward. 

Pac-Man then looked over to Cyli. “So, um.. Why?” he asked 

simply. 

“Look, the guy is a bit on the annoying side, but he’s pretty chill 
to talk with and pretty cool,” she said to him, who still looked 
confused, “Look, he’s the first guy I’ve actually tried to make an effort 
to be nice to, can you give me this?” she said, quite irritated. 

“You know, your first real friend being a monstrous ghostly 
tyrant honestly isn’t that surprising,” said Pac-Man seemingly 
unsurprised about this whole situation. 

“Thanks, you're cool too,” she said sarcastically. 

Suddenly, he started getting a couple calls from the 
communicator, mainly from the Professor. “Pac-Man! Do you read 
me?” 

“Yes, | hear you loud and clear Professor!” Pac-Man 
responded. 

“We got 'em all Pac-y!” yelled Pac-Man’s rather happy wife 
from the same communicator. 

“Yeah, we got all the dots! We've checked every road and 
there’s no more out here!” said Spiral, also rather happy. 

“Really!?” said Pac-Man, quite excited. 

“Did we already win?” said Blinky, quite relieved that he 
seemed to make the right choice. 

Pac-Man sat there stunned, they had removed all the dots, had 
the book, and were only a spell away from everything going right. He 
said quite happily, “...| think we did it guys,” 

“You beat Blinky and got the book!?” asked the Professor. 

“There was a change of plans, Blinky is on our side now 
actually, long story, but we got the book either way... so yeah, we 
basically did it!” yelled Pac-Man incredibly happy. Finally, for once in 
his life, things had worked out. His plan was solid and despite a 
minor restructuring, it went very smoothly. 

“Alright hand me the book,” Pac-Man said to Blinky. Blinky then 
handed him the book and Pac-Man opened it up to look... and 
look... and look... 


“...You can read Ghostese right?” asked Blinky, surprised to 
see Pac-Man seemingly struggling. 

“Um...some of it was in English...” Pac-Man said, rather 
embarrassed. 

“Did you seriously plan to barge in here and get the book 
without even knowing how to read it!?” asked Blinky, genuinely 
frustrated at his lack of thinking ahead. 

Pac-Man quickly responded, “Well, there’s like... a couple 
sentences in here | can understand... ok, no | can’t read a majority 
of this book, but | had Clyde for that!” 

“Um, | can’t read Pac-Man sir,” said Clyde to Pac-Man, with 
Pac-Man realizing how he hadn’t thought the plan through as well as 
he would’ve hoped. He then slowly handed it back to Blinky, who 
quickly started flipping through the pages. 

“Well, there is a quick and simple spell in order to fix everything 
on page 51... but I’d like to quickly do one spell on page 68 before 
that.” 

“What!? Why!? Are you planning something!?” Pac screamed 
at Blinky, believing he was gonna to say an awful spell, but Pac-Man 
was stopped by Cyli’s hand. 

Cyli then explained it briefly to Pac-Man, “It’s a spell which will 
turn Blinky and Clyde into Pac-Men Pac-y. So, you know, they can 
live here and not be ghosts.” 

Pac-Man then looked slightly embarrassed and sighed, “Sorry, 
I’m just paranoid honestly, go ahead.” 

Blinky had heard many people yell and complain at him, but 
very few apologized, so he responded overall pretty happily saying, 
“It’s alright Pac-Man. And it’s nothing really. Just a brief spell to make 
our bodies like yours. Less rubber and more skin like... most ghosts 
don’t do that because it basically renders them monstrous looking 
Pac-Men... or something similar to that. Also noticed some fine print 
of page 51-” 

“GET ON WITH IT!” almost everyone screamed towards him. 

“Oh sorry, | talk too much,” he said chuckling, “alright Clyde, 
come over here.” 

“Yes boss!” happily yelled Clyde, relieved he wouldn't be 
chomped. 


“Don’t call me sir... I’m not your boss anymore,” said Blinky to 
the orange ghost. 

“Oh... well alright then Blinky!” he said, grabbing Blinky’s hand. 

While Pac-Man found this tiresome, he believed that it was 
most likely the right thing to do, considering that they had helped 
them somewhat and he honestly didn’t wanna chomp these two at 
this point. And considering that a lot of the book read like gibberish 
to him, having people who could read through most of it was a big 
help. 

“Alright, now say it with me Clyde...” said Blinky. 

The Pac-Men watched as the ghosts held both of their hands 
on the book. “SROTIART EHT HTIW ENO EMOCEB DNA SMROF 
RUO NODNABA SROTIART GNITSUGSID SROTIART 
SROTIART!” yelled both of the ghosts, who soon flew across the 
room and left indents in a nearby wall. 

A little known fact is that ghosts are almost invincible in Pac- 
World, to a point where any harm, without use of an energizer, is 
almost impossible. Therefore, showing any amount of pain would 
indicate that the transformation had worked. Their simultaneous 
“...ouch,” proved that it had worked. 

Cyli and Pac-Man ran over to help pick up Blinky and Clyde, 
“Are you two alright!?” screamed Cyli at the two ghosts turned Pac- 
Men. 

“Um... | certainly feel different... less empty inside...” said 
Blinky, commenting on his new form. 

“Y-Y-Yeah, this is weird,” commented Clyde, who struggled to 
get up, as did Blinky, who were not accustomed to walking, as they 
normally just floated off the ground. 

“Yep, this is weird... but manageable,” said Blinky. 

Pac-Man was relieved, now they could finally get to that final 
spell. “Awesome, you two are Pac-Men and no longer a threat...” 

“Thanks,” said Blinky sarcastically. 

Pac-Man then picked up the book, and flipped to page 51, 
“and since all the dots are cleared, we can finally say the final 
spell.” 

Suddenly, Blinky turned his head and had a terrifying 
realization. “No, they aren't!” he yelled, beyond worried. 


Pac-Man stared fearfully at him, saying, “What? What do you 
mean they aren’t!?” 

Blinky pointed towards the monitor... which showed one more 
dot in the library. “There’s one left in here... but | don’t know where it 
is! It wasn’t even there a few moments ago! | wasn’t told there was 
one here!” 

Pac-Man’s eyes widened as he saw this, with his stress rising. 
“Everyone, split up and look for it!” yelled Pac-Man as Cyli, Clyde, 
and Blinky started running around, basically destroying the library, 
searching for the Energizer, wondering where in the world it could 
be. “Professor, how much longer till the dots go off!?” Pac-Man 
screamed into his communicator. 

“There aren’t anymore, but... if there were, not much longer, I’d 
say a minute at most!” yelled the Professor, causing Pac-Man to start 
to get worried. Pac-Man started to freak out and ran off to go look for 
the dot as well... and couldn't find it anywhere. They had basically 
destroyed the entire Book Store, thrown everything off the shelves, 
and broke a lot of furniture. None of them could find it and the clock 
was ticking. 

“Darnit Blinky! | thought you only spread the dots throughout 
the city!” Pac-Man screamed. 

“| did, there were only 240, to the number! That’s all | 
summoned and they’re all gone! And there’s none in here!” he 
screamed, frustrated as they truly had destroyed the entire place 
looking for the dot and found nothing. “Il mean, who else could’ve 
gotten another dot in here!? None of the ghosts brought any with 
them and the only thing | brought from the Nightmare-World was the 
monitor from Mez...meron...” He then jerks his head towards the 
monitor, which was starting to rumble, with everyone suddenly 
realizing where the last dot was. 

Pac-Man started to freak out, “No... NO NO NO!” he screamed, 
running towards the machine. His little legs moved as fast as they 
could and he was planning to destroy the machine, with his bare 
hands if he had to, and chomp the last dot up... but it was too late. 
The machine exploded, leaving only one small tear into their world, 
which, to be honest, could’ve been much worse, since it was so 
small, it most likely wouldn’t be permanent for that long and would fix 


itself rather easily... but something was starting to squeeze out of it. 
Something that was very distressing. That something was absolutely 
huge, twisted and horrifying. It kept transforming, and despite the rift 
trying to fix itself... the figure squeezed itself out, keeping the portal 
still slightly open. And once it had finished transforming, his form was 
fully revealed to be a male ghost. He was a tall and large man, witha 
rounded egg shaped head, and he wore a creepy robe with an 
almost blood-like red color. He was probably the most terrifying 
ghost one could imagine. He then spoke, yelling loudly, “Who dare 
betray the almighty Mezmeron!?” 

Pac-Man backed up and huddled into a corner with the other 
three. “Um, Blinky?” 

“Yes Pac-Man?” Blinky asked, in total terror. 

“Who is that?” he asked, on the verge of a full blown freak out. 

Blinky responded saying, “Um... it’s the leader of the ghosts 
and my boss, Mezmeron...” 

“...Well that’s unfortunate,” Pac-Man said, petrified. 


Chapter 17 


Mezmeron was a rather angry and tired leader. He had lead the 
ghosts for thousands of years at this point and was quite annoyed 
that he had lost due to the stupid Pac-Men. He had waited for years 
to find a way out of his Nightmare-World book dimension, with his 
only ways out being a rip through space and time, which seemed 
unlikely, or a Summoning, which also seemed heavily unlikely. 
However, much to his surprise, a Summoning did occur and he knew 
this was the time to finally put his plan back into action. He assigned 
a couple ghosts to take over the city, which was located on an island, 
which was a good start, as it meant there would be little interference 
from outside forces, and also meant that if the dot aspect of his plan 
didn’t work out, they could easily compress all the ghosts and simply 
perform a dimension rip spell, which can only be activated when no 
Pac-Man are within a certain radius. He had thousands of years to 
ponder why the person making the spells would create the spells to 
have rules like this, but that thinking led to not a single logical 
answer. Still, he assumed his plan would work out quite easily and 
they’d escape the book dimension in no time. 

However, his head started hurting when he found that three out 
of the five ghosts had suddenly reappeared in the Nightmare World. 
His frustration was quite justified and was made worse when he 
became aware that not only had a group of Pac-Men gotten 
Energizers, but had also been receiving help and conspiring with two 
ghostly traitors, who were part of the group he assigned no less. This 
had pushed him over the edge and caused him immense anger. 
Thankfully, he had a backup plan put in place, which he didn’t 
Originally think he would need, but it turned out to be a smart idea. 
He stuffed an Energizer inside the machine which Blinky would use 
to track everyone. As he had planned this for thousands of years, he 
easily knew how to slip through the dimensional crack and finally 
reappear in the Pac-World. He was then greeted by the faces of two 
traitors and two annoying Pac-brats. 

“...SO you're the ones who've been causing me so much 
trouble...” he said to the petrified group of Pac-Men. 


Pac-Man attempted to speak up, “...well, I’d say | was more 
simply trying to save my-” 

“silEnCe!” screamed the terrifying and large egg headed ghost 
standing before them. “And let me guess...” he points to both Clyde 
and Blinky, “...you are the two traitors who | trusted? Do you know 
what | do with traitors?” He positioned his hand to a bookshelf not 
too far away and turned it into a living orange ghost. 

This new ghost was rather confused with its existence, as just 
as a few moments ago, it was a bookshelf. He had decided to start 
thinking for a moment. He had no name, but always liked the name 
Tim, so went with that when thinking about himself. He then started 
to ponder all of things he wanted to do for the rest of his life. Maybe 
start a fishing business, he always thought about doing so asa 
bookshelf, as an experienced fisherman came to the Book Store 
often to constantly read a book on fishing, which was located on 
Tim’s top shelf. This line of thinking was unfortunately brought to an 
end when he was rather suddenly brutally compressed into 
nothingness, screaming in agony, before being transported into the 
Nightmare-World, located inside of the book. 

Blinky was sweating rather furiously, as well as Clyde. Blinky 
then made a statement, “Well, actually, we had help from two other 
young ghosts who suggested we rebel against you, we had no 
intention of actually doing so, in fact, we were forced into doing so 
against our will!” he said as he covered Clyde who was attempting to 
politely correct him. 

“And where are they!?” he yelled furiously, knowing Blinky was 
full of it, causing Blinky’s voice to get rather squeaky. 

“...oehind that book shelf,” he said, pointing to a different 
bookshelf not too far away. 

Mezmeron then quickly turned his head and pulled up his 
finger, shooting a rather bright beam of light at it, causing it to 
disintegrate, with no ghosts or Pac-Men behind it. “Hah! Do you 
really think I’d be that gullible?” he said, turning his head back to see 
that the four figures were missing, along with the book, having run 
away while his head was turned. “Grrrr...AGH!” he screamed, as he 
slammed his hand on a nearby wall. “Whatever...,” he said, as he 
turned around to see the barely open riff, trying to fix itself. While 


Mezmeron was tired and angry, he knew he couldn't do this alone. 
He turned around, and yelled out, “Inky, Sue, Pinky, ReTuRn AnD 
rEdEeM yOuRsEIFs!” He was telling the three ghosts, who were not 
too long ago cast of Pac-World, to return as well. While Mezmeron 
would’ve preferred literally any other ghosts at this point, he didn’t 
have much of a choice. The rift was only open in his office, and the 
only others there were the three ghosts he was scolding with all of 
his might. They were his only options and soon, they themselves 
started to seep out of the rift, contorting and bending in terrible 
shapes, before they finally were just barely able to make it out, as 
the rift closed behind them. 

The three ghosts looked up at their boss and overlord and 
bowed with Pinky speaking for all three of them, “We will not let you 
down Master Mezmeron...” 

The monsters once again contorted into horrible shapes, which 
would certainly terrify Pac-Man and his friends. Mezmeron, using his 
magical skills, rebuilt the machine, with the various broken parts 
spread over the library fixing themselves and flying back into place, 
giving him a perfect view of the city. All of the Pac-Men, besides the 
six who were trying to stop him, had been eliminated, and he would 
make sure that soon, there would be none left. “I will guide you three 
and | will not get distracted as your pathetic red friend did.” 

“Oh hahahaha! Believe me, that boil brained red boy was never 
our friend,” said Sue, as the other ghosts chuckled along. 

“StOp YoUr LaUgHiNg!” screamed Mezmeron, causing the 
ghosts to shut up. Mezmeron breathed in, to relax himself “...Now 
go...I will lead us to victory, as | should’ve done before. The portal 
has closed and our dots are gone... this is our last chance at victory, 
GO! DESTROY THE REST OF THESE PAC-MAN AND GET. THAT. 
BOOK!” 

With that, the ghosts headed out, now with a direct view on 
their targets and a chance to take over. 


Chapter 18 


Pac-Man had been running with his three friends for a couple 
minutes now... he had assumed moments earlier that their rather 
long and tiresome adventure with ghosts had met its end. However, 
the awakening of an angered ghost leader, who was a couple 
thousand years old, said otherwise. 

Meanwhile, Spiral and Mrs Pac-Man had returned to the 
anomaly zone where they were to wait with the Professor for the 
world to return to normal. It had been a couple minutes and it had 
not returned to normal, which was worrying. “What happened!? Why 
isn’t everything fixed!?” screamed Spiral into the communicator, who 
was scared something had gone wrong, which would soon be 
confirmed. 

“Calm down Spiral!,” said Pepper, “I’m sure everything is under 
control, just remain calm, isn’t that right Professor?” 

“What happened!? Why isn’t everything fixed!?” screamed the 
frustrated Professor, causing that lovely idea of Pepper’s to be 
dashed. 

Pac-Man was still running fast and was starting to get tired, 
praying for a break that wouldn’t come, as he said “Change of plans, 
we’re gonna read the book in the anomaly zone!” 

“Why, what's wrong Pac-y?” said Pepper with genuine concern. 

“| can explain that,” said Blinky, borrowing the communicator. 

“Who are you?” asked Pepper curiously. 

“I’m a ghost, well, sort of, | was a ghost, though | had actually 
just transformed myself and Clyde into-” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, get on with it!” yelled Pepper. 

“Ehem, yes, um...well, my boss and leader of the ghosts, 
Mezmeron, has returned,” said Blinky calmly, having accepted the 
likely possibility that this would end with him losing his position and 
being tortured. 

“WHAT!?” yelled the Professor, “get back here now and read 
that book!” 

“’m trying!” yelled Pac-Man, still running. 


“Um, Pac-Man, you should probably know-” said Blinky, trying 
to bring something up. 

“Not right now Blinky!” he said, frustrated at his situation. After 
a couple more minutes of running, the Quartet arrived back at the 
wall to the Anomaly Zone. 

“What in the world is this?” yelled Blinky who was running at 
what he believed to be a wall. “It’s just a wall!” 

“Um, Yeah, why are we running towards a wall, Pac!?” asked 
Cyli, who was concerned with slamming her body into a wall as well. 

“It’s not a wall! It’s just a portal which happens to look like a 
wall, trust me,” he said to both Blinky and Cyli. 

Blinky stopped briefly behind. 

“What are you doing!?” asked Pac-Man. 

“Um, | think it'd be best if | just... didn’t run into a wall and 
stayed here as a watch out!” he said, trying to hide his cowardness. 

“Oh bLINkY! wHeRe aRe yOu, YoU SpinLeSs tRaltOr!?” 
yelled a Pink ghost, who sounded pretty angry and ticked off. Pac- 
Man and the others heard this, causing them to get a horrified look 
on their faces, except for Blinky, who looked distressingly calm. 

Blinky then turned around, “Alright then, so they are coming 
after us, So, um... yeah I'll just run through that wall,” he said as he 
ran quickly into the wall, with the others following not too far behind. 
Thankfully, Pac-Man had been correct and none had splattered 
against the wall. Blinky and Clyde had fallen over though, due to still 
being new to this ‘running’ thing. 

Clyde helped pick both of them up, “Don’t worry dudes, after 
the sixteenth fall, you barely start to feel it anymore,” he said, witha 
smile. 

“.. thanks?” said Blinky, confused on how to react to his 
statement. 

“Pac-y!” said Pepper, who ran over and gave her husband a 
kiss on the cheek, “I’m so glad you're safe.” 

“I’m more glad you’re safe!” said Pac-Man in response. 

“No, I’m more glad you’re-” responded Pepper, before being 
interrupted by Cyli who didn’t want this mushy lovey dovey talk to 
last forever. 


“Look, | get you love each other and all, but there’s 4 ghosts 
who want us to be trapped in a book dimension, so I’d suggest you 
start reading!” she screamed with frustration. 

“Ahem, right,” said Pac-Man, picking up the book and flipping 
through the pages, “Page 51... ah here it is!” he cleared his throat 
and was about to start speaking the spell... but was interrupted by 
the voices of three ghosts just on the other side of an invisible wall. 

“Where'd he go!?” asked Pinky who was quite frustrated. “Oh... 
if only you two had listened to me instead, we wouldn't be in this 
situation!” 

“Oh, classic Sue! Acting like you’re so much better than us! 
Your plan got me chomped earlier you know! Did terrible things to my 
hair...” she said, trying to brush it back into a normal condition. 

“Ghost babes, calm it down! This is most heinous, but if we 
work together, we can beat these Pac-Men and kick em in the butts!” 
he said, sounding as unsophisticated as always. 

“Oh ok, Mr ‘Il got chomped first’! Let’s let him lead | guess!” said 
Pinky sarcastically. 

“Hey! I’m the one trying to chillax and not act like an army 
dweeb!” he said, getting more frustrated. 

“Is this how you always acted around each other? No wonder 
you failed your mission the first time around...” said a tired 
Mezmeron who was rubbing his forehead, trying to calm his 
migraine. He as well could not locate the Pac-Men on the monitor, 
which confused him quite a bit. 

“But you don’t understand Mezmeron sir! Those hooligans 
disappeared like magic! It happened to me once today, and | must 
say, it gave me quite the fright,” said an annoyed Sue, getting sick of 
all of this. 

Mezmeron was about to have yet another migraine, which even 
he couldn't calm, until he analyzed what she said. “...It already 
happened today?” 

“Yes... in this very same spot actually. | believe so anyway... 
They disappeared around that crummy looking wall over there...” 
Sue stood there for a moment, “You don’t think?” 

Just go check it out already!” yelled Pinky, shoving Sue at the 
wall. Sue embraced for impact, but it never came. She instead found 


herself laying on the ground, looking up towards six terrified Pac- 
Men, two of which were previously ghosts, and smiled. 

“Oh, splendid! Mezmeron, | think | found them!” the purple 
ghost yelled in delight. She then morphed back into her demonic 
ghost form, getting up, floating once again. “nOw WhIcH sHaLlI I 
tUrN iNtO a GhOsT aS wEIL!?” 

They all stood petrified. With the exception of Clyde, who was 
screaming instead. “RUN!!” he yelled with fear. 

All six of them took his advice, as they started running for their 
lives through the other side of the portal, now on the opposite side of 
Pac-Land. It did not stop the ghosts however, they simply followed, 
and the ghosts continued to chase them and chase them. There 
seemed to be almost no point in trying to escape, Mezmeron could 
locate all of them easily, but they kept trying to run and run. 

“Someone read the page!” said Spiral, who was terrified and 
nearly slipped over, but thankfully managed to catch himself. 

Pac-Man pulled the book out of his backpack. However, a 
sharp noise from the ghosts caused him to nearly drop it. Thankfully, 
Pepper grabbed it before he lost it, “Got it!” she said, relieved, 
“Alright, page 51?” 

“YEP! THAT’S THE PAGE NUMBER!” screamed a terrified 
Clyde. 

She flipped the pages, which was difficult while running, but 
doable. As she flipped through the pages, she finally located the 
exact page and said the chant, “Here we go...YrAnIdROArTxE mA I! 
YrAnIdROoArTxE MA I!YrAnIdROArTxE MA it...” She had said it 
finally! And after saying the mystical chant which would reverse 
everything... 

..nothing happened. 

“Why isn’t it working!?” yelled Pac-Man, who was very 
confused. “All the ghosts should’ve been sent back and everything 
should’ve gone back to normal!” 

“Actually, if you let me read the fine print to you, instead of 
rudely ignoring me, you would’ve known that the spell can’t occur if a 
ghost is present in a certain radius, but no, you kept pushing me on 
and on!” said Blinky, causing Pac-Man to freak out at the news. 


“Why would the creator of the spells make it like that!?” he 
screamed, absolutely confused. 

“| have no clue! It’s the same deal with the ghost takeover 
spells, no Pac-Men in a certain radius! Even Mezmeron hasn't 
figured out why the creator made them like that, it makes no sense! 
Then again...the guy did put this one specific book in a book store 
for some reason... So maybe he probably wasn’t even in his right 
mind... so maybe that’s why?” he said, trying to offer an explanation 
to Pac-Man, who cried out at this terrible revelation. 

The ghosts were slowly catching up and Pac-Man hadn't a clue 
what to do. How in the world could he get rid of four ghosts, one of 
which was much more powerful, with one Energizer? Two he could 
manage, maybe, but four? He was at a loss, feeling maybe that this 
was it... However, before he thought of giving up on his current 
predicament, Mrs Pac-Man turned to him. 

“Pac-y, just go!” she said, worried. 

“What!?” yelled Pac-Man, along with the four other people 
present. “I’m not just gonna ditch you guys! You guys are my friends 
and you’re my special someone!” he said, as he was determined to 
not ditch his friends. Blinky almost started to cry at this statement, 
having never heard someone call him a friend before, but held it in. 

“| get that... but if we keep going like this, we’ll all be captured! 
No one will be able to save Pac-World!” she said, bringing up a good 
point. 

“But you are my world at this point! I’m not leaving you!” he 
said, firmly saying that this is what he wanted to do. He did not want 
to ditch the people that meant the most to him. “I can’t save the 
entire world! I’m just one Pac-Man!” 

“Pac-y... you’re the most thoughtful and caring person | 
know...,” She says as she makes sure his backpack is zipped up 
tightly and gives him a kiss on the cheek. “... And that’s why you 
must go on. | love you.” 

“Wha-” suddenly, without realizing it, Pac-Man falls straight 
down into the sewers, due to the manhole cover being removed by 
the Professor earlier that day. 

As the monitor only tracked those on the outside and above 
ground, the monitor that Mezmeron was using lost track of him, 


much to his frustration. The others soon split up into three, with Cyli 
and Blinky going in one direction, Spiral, Pepper, and Clyde going in 
another direction, and the Professor going in his own direction, each 
being followed by a ghost, while Pac-Man was stuck in the sewers, 
having to come up with a plan to save everyone and everything he 
loved. 


Chapter 19 


The group of Pac-Man’s friends has soon split apart into parties 
of one, two, and three respectively, each running from a separate 
ghost. 

The Professor had run off, with a ghost named Sue not too far 
behind him. “YoU cAn't HiDe FrOm Me OID wHIPpErSnApPeR!” 

The old man was extremely frightened, more so than he had 
ever been before. Due to being old, it felt like his heart was stopping 
every five seconds, which made the running a lot more difficult for 
him. Still, he kept at it, running as fast as he possibly could, which 
while not that fast, allowed him to outrun the purple ghost for a little 
while. Enough to where he made it to the location he had been trying 
to get to. The old alleyway which he used to live in. Looking back, he 
realized literally anywhere else would’ve been better, but it made him 
feel more at home. He simply crawled into his newspaper sheets, 
and tried to ignore all that was around him. 

Sue was confused by this, reverting briefly to her normal form 
to kick him, causing him to lose his newspaper sheet. “Aw, | was 
trying to blend in...” he said, disappointed. 

“..Aren’t you a scientist?” she asked, confused. 

“Yeah, but it’s been a few years since | actually studied anything 
apart from ghosts,” he said honestly. 

“... whatever,” she said, reverted back to her horrifying form, 
ready to compress him. 

Cyli and Blinky meanwhile were running towards a nearby 
neighborhood. While they couldn't see all of it, they could make out 
outlines they could recognize... but they unfortunately still couldn’t 
decide where they should go. 

“Where should we go!?” asked Blinky, absolutely frightened. 
“You got any ideas!?” he asked her. 

“Nope,” Cyli said rather bluntly. 

“WEIL YoU BeTtEr tHiNg qUiCkLy hEhEhEhEhE!” said Pinky, 
causing both of the two Pac-Men to be frightened and run off in 
separate directions. 


Blinky went inside of a trashcan on the right side of the road, 
while Cyli jumped into the trash can on the left side of the road. Both 
were incredibly poor hiding spots, but they believed they had fooled 
Pinky. Pinky meanwhile just stared blankly at both of the trash cans 
and sighed. “You really think I’d be fooled by these crappy hiding 
places?” she said, genuinely annoyed, “Gosh... stupid.” 

Neither had picked up exactly who she was talking to, or the 
fact that in reality, she was talking to them both. But both had come 
to realize in those past few hours the glaring truth. They were terrible 
friends and truly didn’t deserve the ones they had made. Blinky had 
never had a friend, which he assumed was due to everyone around 
him being terrible. It seemed more likely that he simply didn’t try hard 
enough to make any friends. Though his previous ‘friends being 
terrible’ reason seemed to be a valid complaint in some respects. 

Cyli meanwhile had no excuse to be such a garbage friend to 
three very nice people she knew. She probably even partially 
continued Pac-Man’s pretty bad view on his life. She came to realize 
that she was kind of a jerk. | mean, nothing is wrong with joking and 
being sarcastic, but she could be downright cruel at times. 

Both believed the other was in danger and that they should 
make sure that even if this was their last stand, they should help 
save the other and do one really good thing for a friend. So both 
jumped out of their trash cans and picked up the lids on their 
respective trash cans, throwing it at the ghost in the center of the 
street. 

Unfortunately, Pinky swiftly moved back and the lids flew right 
at the person they were trying to save. This caused each of them to 
get rather dizzy, falling to the ground, in excruciating pain. They did 
slowly start to feel a bit better, but after seeing the terrifying pink 
ghost staring down at the both of them, the pain returned. They each 
jumped into a single trash can, together as friends. 

“Um... Blinky... | didn’t mean to hit you,” said Cyli, quite 
embarrassed. 

“Uh... yeah, me either... | was aiming for the ghost,” he also 
said embarrassingly. 

“Well, uh... it’s the thought that counts?” she asks her new 
friend. 


“Yeah, it’s the thought that counts...” he says, happy she was 
willing to risk her life for him. 

Suddenly, the Pink ghost removed the lid of the trash can the 
two were wedged into and viewed the both of them with a smug grin, 
“How fitting you end up in the trash Blinky...,” she turned her 
attention to Blinky, “You know Blinky... | always hated you. | 
should’ve been the leader, but because of all your stupid academic 
achievements, you got to the top!” 

“Well, um... I’m sorry, | would’ve let you lead if you had asked, | 
don’t really like being a leader to be honest,” said Blinky. 

“sllEnCe!” the pink ghost screamed rather loudly. “And you, 
you purple-ish pink sphere...considering your attitude nearly caused 
your friends demise, it Seems you are quite fitting in terms of the 
location as well.” 

“Hey! She is not garbage!” yelled Blinky, defending his friend he 
had grown to respect. 

“sHuT iT!” Pinky screamed, causing each of the two to hug the 
other in fear, “Now... I’m gonna do what | should’ve done to you long 
ago...” said Pinky, opening her mouth as wide as possible. 

Meanwhile, Spiral and Clyde were following Pepper as she ran 
as fast as she could. They had attracted the blue ghost, but she 
hoped they could outrun it. 

“Mrs Pac-Man, where are we going!?” asked Clyde nervously. 

“Home,” she said simply, as they ran into her and Pac-Man’s 
house, which she quickly locked the door to. “Find something to 
barricade the door with, quick!” 

Clyde and Spiral looked around for various things in the house 
to use to barricade the door, such as a sofa, a TV, a table, or 
anything else that could keep out a ghost. They soon had made a 
blockade of sorts, using anything they could find in the house, to 
keep the ghosts out. 

“... y-you think it will hold?” asked Clyde, who was very 
frightened at this point. 

“...| hope so,” said Mrs Pac-Man, unsure. 

There were suddenly many loud bangs at the door, where the 
blue ghost was trying with all his might to bring it all down. “IEt mE In 
DuDeS!” he screamed, but it seemed his attempts to break down the 


door were in vain. It was barricaded extremely well, knocking it down 
would be highly difficult. 

“Nice try! But it'd take a miracle for you to get through all that!” 
said Spiral, jinxing them, as a lamp which fell over due to the 
banging caused him to trip and fall onto the pile, causing it to spread 
somewhat, making it less sturdy. He was soon catapulted across the 
room as the door swung open. Inky floated in, much to the fright of 
the three others. 

Inky started to talk, “... I’ve been trying to stay chill, trying to 
stay mellow about all this...bUt This HaS bEeN mOsT hEnloUs 
AnD nOw I'm aNgRy.” 

Mezomoran viewed all this on his monitor with delight, knowing 
that all of these Pac-Men and traitors would soon be compressed 
and sent off to the Nightmare-World... but he also was worried quite 
a bit. Mezmeron could not locate Pac-Man on his screen. After falling 
into the sewers, he was unable to get a good track on him since 
then. This frustrated him, as he needed the book to complete the 
spell at this point, since the bomb plan had, well, bombed. He also 
needed to compress Pac-Man, removing all of the Pac-Men from this 
island, so his dimensional tear spell would work. He wondered what 
sneaky hiding place Pac-Man was at. 

However, Pac-Man had escaped the sewers quite easily and 
was now hiding in a place he had become quite accustomed to.... 
the comedy club. A place he’d worked at for years, and the only 
laughs he’d ever received were from his wife. He’d come to realize 
that he simply was not a super funny person, despite how much he 
wanted to be. He believed his wife had laughed just to make him feel 
better, though it seemed her sense of humor just allowed her to 
enjoy his humor, which he still didn’t fully understand. He’d realized 
that his wife really cared for him and loved him... but he still felt 
something deep inside... that he simply wasn’t extraordinary in the 
slightest. His wife thought he was extraordinary, but he wasn’t heroic 
or really all that special. If anything, he was just a decent nice Pac- 
Man who could tell a few bad jokes. 

And he hoped that being decent and nice and telling a few bad 
jokes would allow him to come up with a plan to solve all this. 


“HEY YOU!” he screamed, walking out of the comedy club. The 
ghosts, who were just about to compress their victims, heard his yell 
and paused. “| HAVE YOUR DUMB BOOK! YOU WANT IT!? COME 
AND GET IT!” he screamed, “and just to show I’m not planning 
anything...” he drops a white ball on the floor outside and leaves it 
there, to try and convince them he has no plan, which Mezmeron 
sees through the monitor. 

“The Energizer!? Is he mad!?” Mezmeron asked himself, 
puzzled. 

“SO come meet me here... and that includes you Mezmeron!” 
he yells, leaving the white ball outside, while walking back into the 
club with the book. 

Mezmeron went back on his communicator and contacted the 
three ghosts. “Stop whatever you are doing! We have our new 
target...” he says, flying away to the Comedy Club. The ghosts 
reluctantly left the Pac-Men, believing they could return to compress 
them later. 

Pepper, who was still frightened by her situation, got an even greater 
fright after hearing the message from Inky’s communicator “N...No! 
Don’t hurt him!” she screams, as she goes up the blue ghost and 
socks him in the face. As he looks back at her unharmed, she 
realizes it was not a great idea, as he promptly punched her back, 
knocking her out. 

“Mrs Pac-Man!” Clyde and Spiral screamed, as they ran over to 
make sure she was still ok. Elsewhere, a red ghost turned Pac-Man, 
a cynical friend, and a Professor all heard this through the ghost 
communicators as well, realizing that Pac-Man saved them from 
compression, even if briefly. While they were happy about that, they 
were also extremely worried for their friend. 

This especially included Cyli, who felt major guilt for 
encouraging Pac-Man’s terrible feelings about himself, indirectly 
causing a lot of this to happen, as she spoke to him, even if he 
couldn't possibly hear it, “You can do this Pac... you were always a 
great man.” 

The ghosts had left for the comedy club. After about 20 
minutes, they had all arrived at the front door. Mezmeron stepped on 


the door mat, seeing the white dot. He put his foot over it, and 
smashed it, walking inside. 


Chapter 20 


When the three ghosts walked in, they saw the inside, which 
despite being mainly black and blue due to their spell, still showed a 
lot of personality. There was a place to order drinks, a stand for 
comedians, many chairs, tables, and much more. It overall looked 
like a rather snazzy place. The lights seemed to be turned off, due to 
more blackness and a less harsh blue, as seemingly the yellow 
sphere was attempting to hide. 

“Honestly... it’s not a bad place dudes,” said Inky. “I think | 
could turn this into a pretty bodacious night club if | had the 
resources to do so!” 

Sue sighed, saying “Darling, you suck at managing anything, 
stop thinking of doing anything but what you’re already doing.” 

“Gotta side with Sue with this one. You suck at basically 
everything else,” said Pinky, rather annoyed with the blue ghost. 

“Look at the babe who’s talking!” yelled the rather frustrated 
Inky. He had other plans for his life, even if most of them didn’t work 
out in the slightest. Mezmeron meanwhile was banging his head on 
a nearby wall. The three ghosts looked over, slightly worried. 
“...master?” they all said. 

“WILL YOU THREE JUST SHUT UP AND LOOK FOR THIS 
STUPID PAC-MAN!?” yelled Mezmeron, clearly frustrated with his 
increasingly annoying situation. “HOW IN THE NAME OF ME WERE 
YOU ALL PROMOTED TO TOP GHOSTS!? ARE YOU SERIOUSLY 
THE BEST | HAVE!?” 

Inky and Sue looked embarrassed, while Pinky stood up 
proudly, “Well, | don’t Know about them, but I-” 

“Shut up Pinky!” yelled Mezmeron. 

“Okay...” Pinky said quietly, stepping down. 

Mezmeron felt like his head was starting to hurt and spin more 
so than it ever had before. Every moment he was here, all he 
recognized in his ghosts were idiotic flaws, if these were the best he 
had, he felt like he was in trouble. However, he simply slammed his 
fist on the wall, breathed in, and spoke. “...alright. It’s just one Pac- 
Man. One. Singular. Pac-Man. No Energizers. No food. Just. ONE. 


PAC-MAN!” he suddenly looked rather angrily at the three ghosts. 
“.you three will not mess this up, right?” 

“... yes, w-we won't mess this up... promise!” the three ghosts 
said together, petrified. 

“...good! Let’s get searching!” said Mezmeron, trying to act 
decently calm. 

The three ghosts searched around the front of the club and just 
like Mezmeron thought, they found nothing. He clearly was not in the 
front of the comedy club. So, they then searched backstage. He 
seemingly was not there either. Then, they searched in each room, 
one ata time. 

Nothing. 

Mezmeron’s head was about ready to burst with anger and 
looking over at the three ghosts didn’t help. He grabbed Pinky and 
pulled her up to his level, calmingly asking, “um... Pinky... you know 
that yellow circle who’s been thwarting our plans?” 

Pinky cautiously smiled and responded, worried, “y-y-y-yes...” 

Mezmeron then grew an angry frown and yelled at the top of 
his lungs, “WHERE IS HE!?” 

“l-I-l don’t know! He must have escaped!” said the worried pink 
ghost. 

Sue then whispered to Blinky, “man, she’s started to act as 
petrified as Clyde. Hahaha...” 

“Am not!” Pinky yelled, causing an angered response from 
Mezmeron. 

“QUIET!” he yelled with fury. 

The ghost and his terrified trio followed behind him, quite 
petrified from his previous outburst. He decided to pull up a stool he 
knocked over and sat on it. He thought and thought, wondering 
where Pac-Man could be. However, his seething anger for the three 
ghosts certainly outweighed that, constantly wondering how he’d 
punish them once they transformed this place into New Nightmare- 
World. He sighed, “Alright, let’s go.” 

“What? But what about Pac-Man?” asked Sue, confused. 

Mezmeron turned, quite angrily and looked Sue in the eye. “... 
we’ve seen NO traces of Pac-Man in this place. None! Zero! Zip!” he 


said, getting progressively more frustrated. “What, do you think he’s 
just gonna pop out and introduce himself!?” 

Suddenly the lights lit up more, getting even snazzier with the 
blue lighting, as their target casually walked on the stage and spoke, 
“Why hello there Nightmare-Worlders! It is |, the wonderful, 
sensational Pac-Man! Funny story, | was planning on going in my 
dressing room, but a couple ghosts were occupying it, so | went into 
another while they were in... man, no laughs, it’s a real ghost town 
here. Waka Waka!” There was no applause, just four very angry 
ghosts, with the largest one staring directly in his eyes, right into his 
soul, with the most pure anger possible. Pac-Man was quite terrified 
to see such a large ghost directly staring into his soul, but went on. 
“Thanks, great crowd tonight. Well, | must get started,” said Pac- 
Man, to the ghosts' confusion. 

“What are you doing?” asked Mezmeron. 

“Nothing, just telling a few jokes!” the yellow sphere said, 
surprisingly chipper. “So, | know this crowd quite intimately... So, | 
decided, what the heck, let’s make this whole show about you guys!” 

“| hate you,” said Mezmeron quite bluntly. 

“Love you too buddy! Now, let’s get this show going!,” he said. 
Mezmeron was glued to his seat, just thinking of such wonderful 
ways he could torture the poor excuse of a comedian in front of him, 
but Pac-Man continued on like nothing was happening, staring at the 
blue ghost not too far away from him. “Oh Inky... I’d say you're like 
Bill and Ted.” 

Inky was pleasantly surprised by the comparison, “Oh, well that 
wasn’t too bad bro-” 

“The Live TV Series version,” Pac added on. “Waka Waka!” 

“Oh shut up man, that was bogus!” yelled Inky with anger, 
looking over to his two ghost friends to hear their thoughts on it, only 
to find them laughing as well. 

“| mean, it’s funny because it's true,” said Pinky. 

Mezmeron’s head continued to get terrible ideas floating 
around in it, with his assistants just adding fuel to that. He tried to get 
calm again, which didn’t last, “Yes, very funny. Now, my followers, 
let’s-” 

“Oh, I’m not done yet!” said Pac-Man. 


“Darn It...” said Mezmeron, groaning and starting to have the 
feeling of 25 migraines occurring in unison. 

“Let’s move on to Pinky!” yelled Pac-Man, causing Pinky to 
change her expression to that of worry. 

Pinky looked at him with anger, “Oh really you pathetic Pac- 
Rat?” she said, morphing into a more terrifying form. Pac-Man 
gulped, but continued on. 

“Yep. Pinky is like an uneducated ghost general in the army. 
She’s got neither the brains, nor the spirit. Waka Waka!” 

Sue continued to laugh, as Pinky got furious, to a point where 
her ghost form was producing actual fire. “You better savor every 
breath you take...” threatened Pinky. 

Pac-Man ignored this and moved on, saying, “And for my next 
joke, let’s turn to little ol Sue!” said Pac-Man, causing Sue to shut her 
mouth, “You're like an old shoe. You don’t fit anyone and your sole is 
weak! Waka Waka!” 

“THAT IS NOT TRUE!” screamed Sue, fuming with anger. 

“Pretty sure it is,” said Pac-Man, causing her to start burning 
up. 

“| mean, it is true, Sue,” said Pinky to Sue’s angry face. 

“Say that again...” said Sue, absolutely fuming with anger. 

Pinky starts to speak, but Mezmeron shuts both of their mouths 
and slams them back down on their seats. His face is that of pure 
hate, staring directly into Pac-Man’s face with bloodshot eyes. 
However, despite his fuming anger, Mezmeron decided he must stop 
this, and calm down. He stepped in and attempted to stop this whole 
mess, trying to stay level headed, “STOP! STOP! We are all adults, 
you absolutely childish and ridiculous ghosts! Jokes from a pathetic 
Pac-Man like himself are nothing but baseless insults! Now, my 
followers, get the book-” 

“Oh, | haven’t forgotten you Mezmeron. That book had a few 
portions written in English... and | learned a lot about you,” said Pac- 
Man, pulling the book out of his backpack, smiling with a rather smug 
looking grin on his face. 

“...What?” said Mezmeron, starting to gain the anger back. 

“Look, you may control hundreds of ghosts... but seriously, 
what have you accomplished in all that time?” asked Pac-Man. 


“... |don’t understand what you mean,” said Mezmeron, 
confused. 

“| mean, think about it... You’ve been trying to build a plan to 
make up for something you failed thousands of years earlier!” he 
said to Mezmeron, who was getting frustrated. 

“... that is true,” he admitted. 

“Oh is it ever true! Even with an army by your side, you were 
still outsmarted by a bunch of Pac-Men and their weird food!” said 
Pac-Man, causing Mezmeron to once again start losing his cool. 
“And guess what? You still won't win! You never have, you've always 
lost! You think you’re gonna win? You’re wrong! Dead wrong.” Pac- 
Man attempted to say his catchphrase, but was stopped by an angry 
Mezmeron exploding with rage. 

“ENOUGH!” yelled Mezmeron, fuming with anger, ready to just 
be done with this. “I’m tired of these jokes! I’m tired of this stool! I'm 
tired of leading this terrible trio! And most importantly I'M tirEd Of 
YoU pAc-MaWN!” 

“...Waka Waka?” Pac responded, frightened. 

“GRRHAGH!” he screamed, turning back to the ghosts, 
“Ghosts, GeT thaT bOoK aNd CoMpReSs HiM aS pAiNfUILy As 
PoSslbLe!” 

After hearing this, Pac-Man shoved the book in his backpack 
and started running backstage... rather calmly. Almost disturbingly 
calm. No fear, no anger, he just kept running. He ran past the props, 
the lockers, the dressing room, and countless other locations, all 
while ghosts of horrific shapes and sizes were trying to compress 
him. He had a plan it seemed, and it seemed to all go accordingly so 
far. Mezmeron, however, had no plan. The only plan he had was to 
take the book from Pac-Man and then exterminate him. 

Pac-Man was clearly getting tired from the running, having 
seemingly no fruit to keep him going. Even if he did, he’d have no 
time to eat it all. After what felt like ten minutes of running, he ran 
into his old dressing room. He looked under the rug, picked up the 
key from under it and attempted to lock the door... however, a large 
ghost’s hand shoved it back open, causing him to fly across the 
room and slam against a wall... leaving a rather unhealthy looking 
and brutal dent in his head. All four walked in, locking the door 


behind them. To make sure there was no way of escape, Pinky 
tossed the key into the air and then swallowed it. Each of them 
looked on, fuming with anger, prepared to squeeze the life out of the 
yellow Pac-Man. 

“So... this is how it shall end for you, you pathetic waste of 
life...” said Mezmeron. “An unextraordinary and lame creature who 
no one will ever remember...” he had said this to hopefully finally get 
some fear out of him and it seemed to do so, Pac-Man seemed 
frightened, scared, on his last leg. 

“| understand... but would you grant this Pac-Man one final 
joke?” he said, seemingly frightened for his life. 

Mezmeron sighed, “Ugh... fine, but get it over with!” 

“Thank you... ahem...,” he said, clearing his throat. “What is 
the dumbest thing you’ve ever seen a loser do?” 

“What?” asked Mezmeron. 

“Simple,” Pac-Man said... pulling an energizer out of his bag, 
with his frightened expression turning to that of a smug grin. “One 
who confuses a jawbreaker with an energizer, and gets so mad that 
he locks himself in a room with someone holding said energizer,” 
Pac-Man said, throwing it in his mouth. 

“N...NO!” said Mezmeron, as he witnessed Pac-Man consume 
the Energizer. This could not be his end, he couldn't let it end this 
way. “Run for it!” he told the rest of the ghosts, who were now 
blinking, trying to open the door with all of their might... which was 
now locked, with the only key stuck inside of the pink ghost. 
Mezmeron suddenly came to a horrifying conclusion. The anger that 
Pac-Man had caused him, along with the rest of the ghosts... It was 
a part of his plan. He had become so angry that he didn’t think 
through any of this. Why in the world would Pac-Man purposely 
make them angry otherwise? As he thought through this, he watched 
as the three smaller ghosts where each chomped, deflating like 
balloons... and then he stared as the glowing yellow sphere floated 
over towards him and stared him in the eye and spoke the final 
words Mezmeron would hear in this world. 

“Waka Waka!” 

After chomping the final leader of the ghosts, Pac-Man took a 
deep breath as he returned to normal. He was incredibly tired after 


all of this, but was very happy his plan had worked. 

Unfortunately, the pain from the dent was coming back, and 
badly. He didn’t think he’d be able to stay conscious for much longer. 
With the last of his strength he sat down and grabbed his backpack. 
He took out the book and slowly turned to page 51. “Here we are... 
YrAnIdRoArTxE mA I! YrAnidROArTxE mA i!YrAnidRoArTxE mA 
i!” After saying those words, various things started to explode out of 
it and he saw that the comedy club had it’s normal colors returned. 
He looked on happily, as the pain from the dent caught up to him, 
causing him to pass out. 


Chapter 21 


After such a long nightmare-ish event, things were being set 
right. The blue and black outline look of the world started to revert to 
its original colorful and gorgeous look that it had before the first spell 
was uttered. Not only that, but out of the book came countless souls, 
previously trapped in the Nightmare-World, to return back to their 
absolutely lovely Pac-World, with the souls expanding and their 
bodies returning to their normal circular shape. This was great news 
for everyone. Everyone except for Pac-Man’s friends. 

After a decent amount of time being knocked out, Pepper was 
awoken by a splash of water, delivered by Clyde. Her expression 
was initially that of shock, but she calmed down rather quickly. 

“Oh thank goodness! She’s not dead!” said Clyde happily. 

However, her expression turned back to that of shock once she 
remembered what she heard about Pac-Man. “We have to go save 
Pac-y!” 

“But the world is back, | think he won,” said Spiral in response. 

“That doesn’t matter, he could still be hurt! Come on, let’s go!” 
she said as she ran out of her house and looked around for a 
vehicle. She saw a guy with a motorcycle who quickly got off to get 
some ice cream from a man in an ice cream truck, who despite being 
happy he was back from the Nightmare-World, was frustrated he had 
to return to his job. After seeing the motorcycle unattended, Pepper 
promptly stole it, hoping to apologize and return it later that day. All 
three jumped on it as she started driving it, going quite fast. 

“Do you know where the comedy club even is?” asked Clyde. 

“I’ve gone to it basically every Saturday, | have the location 
burned into my brain at this point,” she explains, as she starts going 
faster, causing Clyde and Spiral to fear a crash may occur somewhat 
soon. 

It turned out they weren’t the only ones who were concerned 
about Pac-Man. Cyli and Blinky were running down the various 
streets of Pac-Land, getting confused by the amount of streets and 
turns, desperating looking for where the comedy club could be. 


“| thought... you had these memorized...” said Blinky, who was 
getting exhausted from running. 

“|... Said | lived here... not that I... memorized anything...” she 
said, also exhausted. 

Thankfully, they didn’t have to run much longer as they were 
picked up by Pepper, and thrown on the back of the motorcycle, 
causing everyone to get squished together. 

The Professor was also running to the comedy club. He had 
lived in the alleyway next to it, so he did know where it was, but he 
was old and couldn't run too fast. With a newspaper stuck to his 
shoe, he looked rather ridiculous, but that did not matter. Especially 
since he was soon hoisted onto the back of the motorcycle, having 
So little room that he had to hold onto Blinky for dear life and pray 
that he didn’t fall off. 

Carrying six people on a motorcycle, keeping it balanced and 
still going, would normally be a challenge for even an incredibly 
talented motorcycle driver. Mrs Pac-Man thankfully had picked up a 
few skills back in her college years, when she briefly toyed with the 
idea of becoming a racer, before giving it up, as she did with many 
occupations. 

After only a couple minutes, they finally made it to the Comedy 
Club, parking the Motorcycle in a nearby parking lot. The five started 
running as fast as they could into the comedy club. They saw that 
the entire place trashed, with tables flipped, stools knocked over, and 
all of the food laying on the ground, ruined. 

“No...no!” screamed Pepper as her worry continued, running 
across the main room and hopping backstage, looking for Pac-Man’s 
dressing room, knowing that was most likely where he was. 

The four others soon followed and when they finally arrived, 
they saw Mrs Pac-Man, staring down at her husband, knocked out 
cold, with a large dent in his head. 

“Pac-y!” she yelled, getting down on the floor and shaking him 
a bit, trying to wake him up. “Cyli, Blinky, get a med kit! It’s on the 
wall in the hallway! The rest of you, go call a hospital!” 

Cyli realized how upset she was and attempted to calm her 
down, “Pepper-” 


“NOW!” she screamed, causing Blinky and Cyli to run out and 
grab a med kit. “You’re gonna be ok Pac-y...” she said, trying to keep 
calm and make sure he was ok. She could hear he was still 
breathing, but it was unsettlingly slow. 

“Here it is!” exclaimed Blinky as Cyli threw the med kit to 
Pepper. Pepper took no moment to spare, opening it up, getting out 
the ice pack, wrapping it in a towel and holding it on his head... she 
didn’t know what else to do, especially since she hadn't seen a dent 
this bad before. The rest had returned, having successfully called a 
hospital. They just sat and watched Pepper as she cried, knowing 
she couldn't do anything else but wait for an ambulance to arrive. 
The rest as well soon started to get emotional at the situation. Some 
had known him for years, others had known him for a day, but all of 
them had come to consider him a good friend, and they didn’t want 
to lose him now. 

“Pac-y... you did it...you’re gonna be ok... you’re gonna be 
ok...,” Pepper said, very upset at this whole situation, “I love you so 
much... | Know | haven’t been the best wife, I-| couldn’t tell you were 
going through all these issues, when | should-... I’m sorry... you’re 
the best and most extraordinary person | know...” She hugged him, 
feeling absolutely heartbroken at this whole situation... and Pac-Man 
was able to barely hug her back. 

“Don’t feel sorry,” said Pac-Man, trying to open back up his 
eyes, “... you're the most amazing woman I’ve ever met... | couldn’t 
have thought of a better person to spend the rest of my life with... 
I’m probably not the best husband either...” 

Mrs Pac-Man smiled at him, hugging him back as well, “... even 
if you don’t think you are.... | do...” 

They stood their hugging for a while, with Pac-Man feeling 
Surprisingly happy, despite the worrying dent in his head... as he 
looked around, seeing the six people who all had worked together to 
help him, including his wonderful wife... he was happy, extremely 
happy. Even after the medics arrived, and hoisted him into an 
ambulance, he was able to feel happy at his situation. He had his 
wife and friends by his side in the ambulance and all the way to the 
hospital. 


The Pac-World had mostly been reverted back to normal, just 
as it was before. The only difference, other than two new friends, 
was that Pac-Man, without a hint of self-doubt or feelings of 
sadness... was very happy. 


Epilogue 


A few months had passed since the ghost incident and most 
people had moved on with their lives as if nothing had happened. 
People went back to living through their day to day activities. People 
had not forgotten the ghost incident, but tried to ignore it the best 
they could, as it was rather frightening to think back on to say the 
least. 

The book had been locked up in an old safe present on the 
Book Store’s lowest floor. Cyli and Spiral had been able to come up 
with a password so unbelievably ridiculous that no normal person 
could pronounce or utter it, let alone figure it out, the password being 
“NOROM Z3M A S1 NOR3MZ3M”, meaning the book would remain 
hidden and trapped forever. Mezmeron would stay trapped inside the 
dimension inside of that book, forever to ponder his countless 
failures, making three specific ghosts his punching bags for the rest 
of time. No one knew why the book was put in the shop or who wrote 
it, but it is Suspected the person was quite out of his mind. 

Some people did not want to stay quiet on the ghost situation 
and that included the Professor himself. Despite losing most of his 
credibility years earlier due to perceived crazy ramblings, it turned 
out that those ramblings were true. Due to this, he was hired by Pac- 
University to teach a new subject on the supernatural. While he still 
was considered crazy and insane, it was perceived more in an 
endearing and ingenious way. Even better, he also finally got enough 
money to buy an actual house to live in... Though instead, he just 
bought the alleyway by the comedy club, as he had gotten too used 
to it, and called that his new home. He was happy, so no one really 
tried to stop him. 

The two ghosts who were turned into Pac-Men were perceived 
by Pac-society as odd and frightening. While the rest of the world 
viewed them like this, they each had a friend which they could count 
on in this world for help. 


For Clyde, it was Spiral, who let Clyde become his roommate 
for the low price of zero dollars, which was generous. Clyde was 
eventually able to make a living for himself and help Spiral pay rent 
after he decided to start writing. His autobiography, entitled “How to 
be a Paranoid Ghost and Live with a Klutz” was published, which 
was seen as quite heartwarming and well written, selling a few 
million copies. His second biography, focused more on his life as an 
author, entitled “| Am Not a Paranoid Ghost Author” wasn’t received 
as well since most can agree the sequel is never as good, and it sold 
less accordingly. His third biography, “| Am a Paranoid Ghost Author” 
sold better and got better reviews, with many seeing it as a return to 
form. Spiral had read none of these, with one reason being that he 
had been too busy stacking them onto shelves, which Clyde 
occasionally helped with when he visited the Book Store. This leads 
into the second reason he hadn't read them, as since Clyde would 
visit to talk to him so often, there was no need to read anything about 
him when he learned more than anyone else simply by talking to 
him, which was a much better way for him to learn about his friend. 
Despite Spiral’s klutziness and Clyde’s paranoia, the two had a 
friendship that would last for ages. 

For Blinky, he of course went to live with Cylandria, both 
because she had become his best friend and also because most 
others refused to let him live with them. Thankfully, despite some 
occasional bickering, the two were able to live a good life together. 
He was able to get a good job working at a local haunted house 
which he found very appealing, despite being falsely labeled as fake 
by many different people. Cyli continued to work at the Book Store 
which Blinky would visit often to talk to her. They had started out as 
friends, but over time, saw each other as more, eventually started to 
date and become a couple which they considered to be the best 
thing ever. Their dating period was short-lived though, as they soon 
got married, both due to a genuine love for one another, and also 
because of their daughter Yum-Yum popping out into existence. 
Despite many bumpy roads in their relationship, they were incredibly 
glad they had found each other. 


Pac-Man had thankfully been able to get his dent buffed out for 
the most part after a couple months in the hospital, with daily visits 
from his wife, and occasional visits from his friends, which were 
always his favorite parts of the day. 

In fact, it had healed so well that he was finally allowed to leave 
the hospital and return home. Pac-Man had soon returned to working 
at the comedy club and while his jokes were still met with groans 
from audience members, he always knew he’d get a good chuckle 
out of the waiter he was married too. Mrs Pac-Man continued to work 
as a waiter there for as long as Pac-Man stayed, always being up for 
another joke. The pay also was quite nice and allowed them to gain 
a bit more of a profit, leading to them buying a better house with 
another room. Pac-Man hadn’t understood the reason for this extra 
room, until she told him, rather suddenly, that he was going to soon 
be a father. 

Pac-Man came to realize over his whole adventure one 
important thing. He didn’t need some silly book to tell him how to be 
extraordinary. His wife had, does, and always will love him. His 
friends always liked him as well, even if they were few. Even if he 
wasn't the strongest or funniest guy, he had a group of friends, a 
lovely wife... and a child of his who was on the way, something he 
once never thought was a possibility. 

To him, that was pretty extraordinary. 

The End 


